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	1. Act One

I do not own any part of the HTTYD series. Just the characters, Hea and Rye. Thank you!

* * *

><p>"<em>The reason why the flowers smell sweet, the reason why the birds sing, the reason why the wind shines, the reason why the moon revolves, the reason why I convey my love to you like this. It's all so you can love someone, someday."- <em>Born to be a Lady (translated), SNSD.

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Rye was far more familiar with Berk than ever before. After all, she had lived on the damn island long enough! Years spent living on what seemed to be a primitive isle seemed to fly by much faster than she expected. It seemed like just yesterday she and her younger sister, Hea, had come to Berk sailing upon a small cargo ship. Sure they weren't exactly passengers but what the heck, why not? After all both girls yearned for so much more than a single city in the middle of nowhere. They needed, craved some kind of journey! Berk in one simple sense was just that, an endless and often unexpected journey.

Ugh, how many had it been exactly? Five at the very least anyway.

The woman, who half a decade ago came to this island, moved about her small house with ease. Ah, just the way she liked it, simple. There wasn't any need for extravagant things all she needed was the bare minimum. After all this was a Viking island! What did they need other than fresh water and food? The glasses she wore on her face were fancy enough.

Rye moved away from her lone bed and waltzed across the small cottage until she found herself in front of her front door. Before she moved her arm outward to pop open the door, she moved both arms up over her head and stretched. Muscles clenched then relaxed within seconds of the movement and afterward she released a long sigh. Sure, things were different now but she could tolerate that.

Everything had changed after that strange boy decided to change the world by befriending a _dragon. _Who would have thought that one kid could make such a difference in a world that once rejected him? Hiccup wasn't always popular, even if everyone knew his name. In fact, he was popular for the very fact that he was 'useless'. And now? Things were very, _very _different.

Who knew that all those centuries of fighting the flying beasts would lead to this? Ugh hell, just one week before the dragons became the newest pets on Berk, the Vikings had held their own against a raid. Then that strange kid came along and found himself his first and most loyal friend, a _Night Fury_. Geez, talk about weird!

Rye wasn't one to embrace change but this, this was different; having pet dragons around wasn't so bad after all. Things changed, sure but for the better. Besides, how could she reject those large green eyes that the Night Fury, Toothless, presented her with? The way he gummed down his food and whined when he needed attention, it was almost too much to bear! Did it take time for her to adjust? Most definitely but it was well worth the stress of change. Berk buzzed with more life than ever before and she was just fine with that.

Although there was a single draw back to the newfound pets of Berk, she was kinda out of a job! Up until six months ago, Rye was very busy with her career of healing fallen Vikings but now? Ugh, not so much as a scratch _anyone_ let alone someone like Stoick. Then again, there was the occasional flu bug that spread throughout the small isle. It wasn't that she _enjoyed_ seeing/healing sick/injured people but it did kinda make her feel…well, important. Ah well, why should she complain? Things were good.

Things were only going to get better, if they weren't good all ready. After all, Hea was to return from her long voyage from across the ocean! Her younger sis had left the small island a year and a half ago in search of better cooking and baking techniques, since the pickin's on Berk were pretty slim. All in all she was what Hiccup liked to call a 'bread-making Viking'. Ah! But it had been too long! The two girls had _never_ been separated this long, a reunion was long overdue.

Shaking her memories and thoughts over sibling out of her head, Rye returned to her daily routines and placed her hand on the doorknob. With a single twist, the door popped open and she stepped into the light of the day. Of course it was a rare occurrence, having such sunny weather but she wasn't one to complain.

She stepped further into the sunlight, embracing the warmth that she knew would only come once in a blue moon. Days like these, she would have to appreciate them. With whatever luck she had, she would have to wish that Hea would arrive on a day as stunning as this.

But! It was time to snap back to reality. Even with all of her wishes and prayers, the rain and snow would no doubt return. With a small groan she walked toward the small pile of firewood. Ugh, such a small pile, that meant she was going to have to go back to the forest and get some more. With the arrival of her sister, the house was going to have _some_ kind of heat. Ah, might as well bring in what she had, for the time being anyway. Rye bent down and prepared herself to pluck a few decent sized slabs of lumber but before her delicate fingers could touch the wood, a large shadow darkened her work area.

"Ah, Rye."

She knew that voice well. The face of Stoick the Vast appeared in her head before she could stand up straight and whirl around to face him. A smirk crawled across her cheeks as she stood. There _had_ to be something the village leader needed, after all it wasn't every day that he appeared at her doorstep. The fact that she wasn't a 'true Viking' had something to do with it, she was sure. She turned to face the older male with a grin; it was in her best interest to keep the peace.

"Hey Stoick," She said in an uppity tone. "What's new?"

"Ah," He released a long sigh before crossing his arms over his massive chest. "Same old, same old."

"How's your baby chick?" Rye asked with a single brow lifted, her smirk remaining on her face.

"Hiccup? He's managing. That leg of his isn't slowing him down any, if that's what you're wondering." A small smile cracked across his features.

Hm, so the papa duck was finally realizing his baby chick's potential? Hm, it was about time someone did. After all it was hard to force a baby chicken into the water when that wasn't his nature. Stoick had always been rough on his only son but it was to be expected, wasn't it? They were Vikings! Then there was the fact that the entire village followed after their leader and dubbed Hiccup useless. Hell, if she wasn't always so busy with her own work maybe she would had a sit down with the boy? Then again, that could have hindered him more than helped, right? Ugh, it was best she kept out of the limelight in any event.

"Still defying your law, is he?" She moved her fisted hand to her hip.

"Without a doubt." He nodded as the smirk grew into a full-blown smile.

Ah and there it was, the smile that Stoick the Vast would never allow Hiccup to see. The smile that meant that he was proud of his only son. It was a sight rarely seen but in the past few months had become more common. She couldn't deny the father that right, not after what Hiccup achieved. He brought down the great war between Vikings and dragons that had lasted centuries. It went further than amazing; it was biblical in a sense.

"So that sister of yours is on her way home, isn't she?"

Rye was snapped out of her thoughts by the sound of Stoick's deep voice. She focused her attention on his face to see that his smile had gone. "Yeah," She said with a nod. "She should be here by tomorrow."

"Ah," He removed his arms from his chest and cupped his chin. "So I take it you're busy preparing the house?"

"Yes." She lifted a brow.

What was _that_ about? Did that mean he wanted her to do something for him? Ugh, there had to be a reason he came down to her house, the large man never did anything without a motive. Was it more than common knowledge that the 'Viking doctor' had nothing better to do?

"Was there something you needed?" She finally asked, all while chewing on the inside of her cheek.

Stoick shifted his stance; perhaps he was caught off guard? He moved both hands to his hips and grunted. "Some of our old texts need some 'updating'." He said in a frank tone. "I wanted to fill in the gaps about dragon training and behavior."

Ah so that was it. But why her out of everyone? Shit, it had to be that she was the best person to know about dragon-inflicted wounds. Where they strike and how to protect oneself against rouge dragons that had yet to be trained.

"Ah," Her brows arched to the top of her forehead. "I see."

"Gobber wanted to work with you." And there was his excuse.

Leave it to Stoick to give a crafty excuse when it came to his true intentions. Perhaps it was the fact that she wasn't a true Viking that he wasn't so trusting around her. But all that fell to the way side when it came to Gobber. The Viking with the strangest views and sense of humor had to be her closest comrade on the Berk. The two got along on subjects that no one else understood and when Stoick saw that coming from a _female _foreigner it had to rub him the wrong way.

"I think I can do that." Rye said with a single nod of her head.

"Hiccup will be helping as well."

"Of course." Rye moved her hand to her face and adjusted her glasses. "Couldn't work on something like that without your chick."

"So you're going to help?" He asked with a single brow lifted.

"Sure." She gave a quick shrug of her shoulders. "Just give me time to set up everything for Hea and I'll be ready."

"Good."

And without so much as a good bye, Stoick turned on his heel and stepped away from her property. So much for gratitude! Ugh, perhaps things would change once he saw how much help she could be! He was impressed when Hiccup turned around, right? Not like she could ever match _his_ achievements. Ah well, it was something to do. And if there was something she was going to set her mind on doing, she was going to do it well.

There was no doubt about that.

XoXoX

Dragging a pile of firewood back to her place sucked, seeing as she was _alone_. No man around to help with the lifting and carrying? Ugh, it was a bummer but at least Hea would be back in a few hours, then _she_ could help with all the heavy lifting! But there was always that one spot in her heart that her younger sister could _not_ fill. The thought of having a life partner, it was more than just a fluffy dream it was a goal. Well, at least sometime in her life it would be a goal, she was still young, right? She was nineteen for Odin's sake! She had the rest of her life to settle down and have kids!

But why did the days alone feel so much longer than days spent alongside her best friend?

Ah, in any event nothing could be done about it at this instant, might as well roll with what she had! She had to make the best of whatever life threw at her, no matter how tough or hard things got! That's what living amongst Vikings had taught her, one of the only things she found thankful for Berk for. The people living here had given her the gift of a tougher skin, with all their sly comments about her not being 'a real Viking'; it had come back in a positive way.

_And_ since living here for the number of years that she had, the people around her seemed to grow accustom to her being around. The fact that she was the village doctor seemed to help, after all why would anyone bite the hand that fed them? At least they would smile _and_ wave to her now.

There was only one person on this blasted island who appreciated her from the moment she and her sis stepped foot on the sandy shores. Ah, what would she do without Gobber around? He was the only _person_ that actually greeted her with a smile and offer of Berk's freshest ale. He was someone she could hang around without having to worry about how her hair looked or watch over every word she said. Hell, if there were ever a 'runner up' for Gobber's best friend, she would have to be it!

But, there _was_ one other person that didn't feel negatively about her living on the island. In fact he didn't seem to feel much of _anything_. That damn kid, Hiccup. The once loner and outcast had never once thrown her a glare of curled his lip at her appearance. She would look his way, he would look hers, and they'd continue their business. They had never had much of a reason to talk to one another, but that was about to change. Obviously.

The work on these new books was something that Rye had never thought she'd be a part of. Shit, who would have ever imagined that dragons would become a part of the Viking's everyday life?! And now here she was, helping that strange kid and Gobber write new books with new information. What the hell was she supposed to help with anyway; it wasn't like she had ever come into that close contact with dragons, outside the injury aspect, so what was with Gobber's sudden request?

But she might as well. What else did she have to do anyway? It wasn't like there were any future raids to worry about now. Until the next epidemic came around, her schedule was pretty empty. Maybe this was a small blessing in disguise?

She knew where Hiccup resided, hell didn't everyone? He _was_ the son of the village leader, one day to become the next man in charge! That all being said/thought assuming the said boy did hop on his dragon and fly off into the sunset. Berk promised so much less than what he obviously needed. Then again things had begun to change!

Boy, was Hea in for the shock of her life in twenty-four hours!

She had to press her thoughts into the back of her mind, for the time being, as she stepped up to the house that shielded the young dragon trainer from the elements. She squinted her eyes, allowing them to focus on the silhouette that stood outside the front door. The dark shadow's size gave away the identity of the blurred image. No one could mistake that small, skinny boy!

"Hiccup!" Rye extended her arm out into the air just before she broke into a dash. "Hey!"

His image became clearer with each step until she saw the smaller boy with a number of strange foreign objects in his hands. A leather saddle of some sort hung out of his right hand while some kind of wing device dropped to the ground after he was alerted by the call of his name.

Were those things for Toothless? Rye had never seen the rare black Night Fury up close; it wasn't like she _needed_ to or anything. Of course she had seen him the day Hiccup was to slay his first dragon and the one time after when the fever-ridden boy woke from his long sleep but never after that. She had heard stories from Gobber that Hiccup had made some kind of prosthetic wing for the dragon who had lost its natural limb after that night of the 'accident'.

Hm, maybe he was making an improvement to the old design?

"Rye?" The younger boy stood up right and gazed at her with a single brow lifted.

He appeared confused, but why? Then again it wasn't like the two talked all that much. He knew her name but that was about it. On the other hand, she knew all about the boy's difficulties with socializing and less than wonderful past with his father. Even if she knew about what _other's_ thought about him, she had to admit, she didn't know much about him either…other than the fact that he had quite the mouth when needed.

She came to a stop just a few feet away from the fifteen-year-old boy and presented him with a wide smile. "Hey, what's going on?"

His eyes moved from her and shifted to the right, then to the left. "Nothing special, do you need something?" He asked, his eyes returning to her.

Ah, so he was suspicious all ready, huh? Ha! Perhaps he and his old man weren't that different after all! "How about asking how I am?" She asked as the smirk on her face grew. "That's how you socialize."

"It's not like I'm used to it," Hiccup replied with a small sigh. "How are you?" He asked with a less then enthused tone.

"Good," She nodded a single time. "How is Toothless?"

The look on his face brightened by the mere mention of the reptile. His brows lifted as well as his chin. "Not bad, I was just about to go see him."

Rye jerked out of her standing position and leaned to the right, her eyes moving toward the small pieces of leather and metal he had combined together. "Trying out some new equipment?"

"Yeah."

"Nice," The Viking nurse shifted the weight back into its previous position and locked eyes with the boy once again.

"So, is there something you wanted?"

Ah, this baby chick was persistent! She thought by this time she'd grow used to the fact that Vikings were more than a little paranoid! She shook her head back and forth for a moment, composing herself and looked back to Hiccup with a single brow arched. She moved her hands to her hips and locked her left knee.

"I'm sure your dad mentioned that project he wanted you and Gobber to work on?" She said in a simple tone.

"Yeah, he did."

She felt her brow twitch for a moment. "He did tell you Gobber wanted me to help, right?"

Hiccup released a small sigh, "He mentioned something like that."

So he _knew_ and the little brat didn't say anything?! Ugh! Resisting the urge to vent her frustrations, she pulled in her bottom lip and began to suck on it. She then released from her stance and allowed her arms to hit her sides. Whatever, if he was going to be _that_ way, so be it.

"Now that's out, how do you want to do this?" She asked, her brow twitched along the way. "I mean, do you want to start with Toothless and Stormfly?"

"That sounds fine." He nodded once to agree.

_Well_, by the sound of excitement in his voice, it would appear that this should go more than smoothly! None of that awkward silence he was so known for! Geez, this kid needed some social education. Then again, could she judge him? After all, she had her moments too. She was more of a mole then she would like to admit. She _should_ be giving him credit for coming _this_ far. If it were her, she would have buried herself in a hole a long time ago!

"Good," She spoke, allowing her facial features to soften.

This wasn't more pressure that his father was putting on him, was it? It wasn't enough that Stoick the Vast had disowned him then reclaimed him six months ago, now the older man wanted his son to write down _everything_ he knew about dragons? Was that the reason for his indifferent responses?

Or was it about something else?

"You don't mind working with me, do you?" Rye asked with a small giggle. It was just for quick measure, to make sure that it wasn't actually _her_ that was putting him off so much. Surely, it wasn't that! …Right?

"Do I have a choice?"

She froze. Did her ears hear right? No, there was no way she just heard what she _thought_ she heard. She refocused her attention on the shorter male and allowed her jaw to drop a few inches. She looked to see that Hiccup had a small smirk on his face, was he joking?

Her brows furrowed within an instant and her jaw clenched back shut. She proceeded to give the boy her best pout before crossing her arms over her bust. "Thanks."

Instead of giving her a verbal response, the small smile on his face spread, transforming into a smirk. Eh, was it worth staying mad at him when he managed to smile at her like that? Geez, she couldn't even think of a time six months ago when the boy actually _smiled_. Something had to have changed! Like it needed restating. This little chick had come a long way, further than she ever thought he'd come. Ugh, she'd let him get away with his smart remark, just this _once_.

"I'm free to help you sometime after tomorrow," She allowed her face to relax, managing change her pout to a small smirk. "Hea should be all settled in after that."

His body movements came to a halt, his muscles stiffening while his eyebrows touched the top of his forehead. "Hea?" He asked, his voice lifting in pitch. "Hea's coming back?"

"Yep," She released her arms from her chest. "It seems her quest to discover new cooking methods has finally come to an end. She should be back sometime around lunch tomorrow."

"Ah," Hiccup nodded a single time, his muscles finally regaining some motion.

"All right then!" Rye lifted her chin and grinned. "We'll make some kind of arrangement later. Sounds like a plan!"

The young trainer bent down, clenching his jaw along the way and plucked his gear off the floor. "Right, I'll see you then."

Tomorrow was sounding better than ever. First her best friend was coming home after such a long time away and soon it would feel like she never left in the first place. The long nights having to fall asleep in silence would disappear and every day would feel like a party. Not to mention she had an actual job to do after that? She would be making herself useful again!

The next few days were going to be memorable.

Act End.


	2. Act Two

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Two

The sound of panting broke her from her deep sleep. The sensation of hot breath on her cheeks caused her eyebrows to flicker with life. Before she could pry open her eyes she could tell who was hovering above her. Ah, Bug always knew how to wake her without startling her. It was like a gentle touch that her mother would give her, something that never failed to bring a smile to her features.

Hea finally opened her heavy eyelids to see just what she had predicted. Her miniature husky standing above her with a wide smile, tongue hanging out in her classic manner. The moment her brown eyes landed on the dog's black, almond-shaped eyes, the pup backed away and sat down.

"Good morning, Bug." She said with a lengthy yawn.

The small cream-colored canine whimpered, she had to be excited. How long had they been trapped on this damn ship? Ugh, a week at least. Hea wasted no time and sat up in her small bed, extending her right arm outward the small dog she patted her faithful companion on the head. Bug shut her eyes the instant her owner's hand met her forehead and her short curled tail began to wave back and forth.

After saying her hellos to her Pomeranian, she removed the sheets from her tired body. She then swung her legs out of bed, allowing her feet to hit the cold wooden surface of the ship's floor. Had it really been eighteen months she last been on Berk? Ah, in some ways it felt like an eternity! It had to have been a lifetime since she last hugged her dear elder sister.

Ah Rye. The sound of her voice, the warmth of her touch, she had missed it way too much. What would she say? What would she do the moment they reunited? At this point, Hea was ready to kiss her sister on the cheek! Then the questions would start.

How had things been since she left? How was the village? Had anyone been hurt, or worst case scenario died, while she was away? So much time had passed, there had to be a boatload of gossip that had come to pass while she was away on her journey!

Then again, this was Berk they were talking about! What the heck could have changed? Things hadn't changed on that little primitive island in centuries! Haha, what was going change? It wasn't like their whole way of life would change in eighteen short months or anything!

But most important of all, how had Rye been whilst she was away? How was that burn on her back treating her? Was she in pain? It was a thought that plagued her thoughts and dreams since she had left. The image of Rye's naked back was something she would never forget. The large burn that stretched from her shoulders down to her middle torso, it was a battle scar the young woman had never asked for. It was a gift given to her by the worst kind of creature.

A dragon.

The vile beasts that roamed the nearby forests and hunted their livestock. She would never forgive the reptile that caused her older sister so much pain. While the Vikings hunted and killed many of their kind, Rye, someone who was the most innocent was made a target for its fiery blaze. It had happened one night during the late summer months, when the livestock was out to pasture gorging themselves for the upcoming fall and winter months. A raid came out what seemed to be nowhere and attacked what little source of meat Berk had.

She was tending to the fallen Vikings when it happened. Inside a small hut, healing burn wounds to the men unfortunate enough to find themselves caught between a rock and hard place. She, along with the men who were already injured, happened to be in the path of a rouge dragon who had spewed fire along the entire west side of the village.

The fire, the smell of burning flesh, it was still fresh for her, too fresh.

Ugh! She needed to get out of this terrible state of mind! Thinking about those terrible things didn't do anything good for her, it just held her back. All she could do now was hold her grudge and help in any way possible when it came to dragon slaying. Sure, she wasn't a Viking, but she could help rid the world of those despicable creatures in any way possible.

A wet sensation to her left hand caused Hea to flinch. She jerked her chin to said direction and allowed her eyes to fall down to the small husky at her side. The pup moved her cold nose against the back of her hand and nuzzled. She complimented the animal and moved her hand up and dropped it on the dog's forehead. The soft cushioning of her fluffy double coat caused her hand to bounce.

"Good girl."

Bug pushed the air held in her tiny lugs out through her nose, a grunt that rocked her tiny body. She then shut her large eyes and lowered her perfect triangle-shaped ears. Ah, so she was still feeling seasick, was she? Ha, poor thing.

"Miss Hea! We've arrived!"

The young cook lifted her chin and turned to the direction of the stairs, which lead to the deck. Her tiny bunk had rested among about twenty others, all in one small damp area. Ugh, it was a luxury ship but it was worth it if she was going to see Rye again. Besides, she had it worse the first time she came to Berk, when she and her sister were stowaways. But even now, more than four years later, the smell of rotting wood and mold hadn't changed.

"Miss Hea!"

"Yes!" She called back to the captain, "How long have we been docked?"

"About fifteen minutes!" His voice echoed through the small room and caused Bug's small ears to stand erect.

Ugh, well it was nice of him to wake her up fifteen minutes ago! Geez, didn't he know how long she'd been waiting for this day?! Ugh, leave it to a _man_ to take things so lightly! Either way, it couldn't be helped now, might as well give the captain and his crew her thanks anyway. After all, they didn't _have_ to help her get back to Berk.

Hea pushed the weight of her body to her legs and moved her torso up and out of the small bunk. The creaking sound of the wood beneath her grew stronger as she took a moment to move her arms up over her head and stretch. All her achy muscles cramped for a short second before they relaxed and loosened. After taking the moment for herself, she spun around and moved both hands out toward the small dog on her bed.

Her fingers clenched the moment she came into contact with Bug and with a single swoop; she lifted the husky off the bunk. She lifted her smaller dog until they met eye-to-eye. Brown stared into black while black repeated the process. The whiskers that lined the sides of her muzzle came alive and twitched forward all the while her nose wiggled back and forth, no doubt taking in the new smells.

But there was no time to waste! Hea lowered her torso and bent her knees until she was able to place the dog on the floor. She then pulled her body upright once again and pumped her fists in the air. This was the moment! She would return to Berk, to her best friend a new woman! She was a stronger, smarter woman now right? She had been away for so long she just _had_ to have gotten wiser. No doubt her beloved older sister would be impressed!

It didn't hurt that the promise of clean, fresh clothing waiting for her at home caused a smile to spread in her heart. Ugh, she had been wearing the same clothes for a week now! It was time for a desperate change! Rye would be happy to wash her clothes for her, right? She had to! After all, her younger sister had just come home from a long, exhausting journey! _And_ a hot bath, dare she think Rye would have started one for her?

A single loud yap caused Hea to flinch. She allowed her eyes to bounce to the floor only to see the impatient miniature husky with a look of distaste on her fuzzy face. With a single breath, she exhaled strong _and_ loud enough to cause her jowls to flap.

"Okay, okay." She said, moving her hands out in her own defense. "I'm going."

Without another second passing, Hea moved across the wooden floor and made her way toward the short staircase. She stepped up the stair with ease, her calves fueled only with the anticipation of seeing Rye. The sound of Bug's long nails scraping against the each stair allowed her to pick up the pace. It was about time the two girls had a fresh breath of air!

As she reached the final top step, the unusual heat from the sun hit her face. So it was sunny out? It was a welcome change to the small island; she had to appreciate it while she had the chance. The strong breeze from the salty air hit her nostrils and erupted her senses. Ah, the familiar scent of the beach, it was enough to slow her heartbeat. Her eyes focused and adjusted to the strong light from the sun within a matter of seconds. And it was then she laid her eyes on Berk for the first time in eighteen months.

Ah, it was just what she wanted to see, the same old Berk. Nothing moved, nothing changed; it was just the way she left it. Hm! This was gonna be good! She would walk into the village within minutes, stunning all the Vikings around her with her presence! They would ask where she'd been, what she'd learned, almost like she someone important!

The only thing missing was-

A slam to her back forced the young cook forward. She tumbled, struggling to hold her standing position and flaying her arms back and forth in the process. What the HECK was that?! It wasn't someone pushing her; it was some kind of wind pressure! Her head whirled over her shoulder and she looked left and right to see what the source of the wind could be only to have a second round of wind push her further forward. By this time Bug had toppled head over back legs until she rolled toward the head of the boat.

"Hey! Welcome home Hea!"

A voice? From a Viking? But where was it coming from? She turned a full three-sixty in an attempt to find where the voice had come from, only to find nothing. Finally she took a second to glance upward, into the sky. Just as her eyes lifted a third wind pushed her body and hair backward. Her arms shot up in over her face and she squinted her field of vision. The image was blurry but there was no doubting what she was seeing. Flying above her, was a large red dragon. Its wings flapped a moment later causing a fourth gust to brush by her cheeks.

A dragon?! A frikkin' dragon?! What the hell, was there a raid going on?! Right when she docked! No way, no frikkin' way! What kind of bad luck was this, did Odin have it out for her or what!

Her jaw dropped lower than she thought humanely possible before she lost her balance. The weight of her body fell to her backside and she toppled backward, her bottom hitting the deck of the ship. She released a rather loud 'oomph' as her body came to a halt on the floor. But that wasn't important! There was a dragon, a DRAGON, flying above her head! She was a goner for sure! She shut her eyes tight and waited for impact.

"Hea! What's the matter!?"

That voice again. She knew that voice that was Snotlout's voice! But…he sounded so calm and now that she was listening, where were the sirens? The sounds of catapult blasts and the smell of burning wood? Everything was as tranquil as ever! No, this was wrong, something was _very_ wrong.

She managed to crack open her right eye only to see the image of the red dragon still hovering above her. More gusts of wind from its wings caused her hair to fly in all sorts of different directions, this only confirming that this was very real. Her left eye soon followed after her right and soon she focused her vision on the large reptile over her. But wait; there was something different about this monster. It appeared…calm, just like Snotlout's voice moments earlier.

And what was that resting on the dragon's back? No, there was no way her eyes were seeing what they were seeing. Was Snotlout _riding_ on the back of the flaming beast?! And what's more, did he actually look like he was enjoying it?! As if it were a _pet_ or something!

This was a nightmare, a terrible nightmare. Either that or it was some kind of cruel joke. No, no Viking in their right mind would joke about something like this. This was all a figment of her wild imagination, she was still dreaming, she was sure of it. It was time for her to wake up, she had to wake up!

But instead of the world around her becoming white and hazy as if she were waking from a deep sleep, her world became heavy and dark. The images around her blurred beyond recognition, colors mixed and combined until they all meshed into one solid color, black. The sounds around her dulled until only a buzz echoed in her eardrum. As if someone had blown out a candle, everything had gone completely dark.

XoXoX

The night had passed by way slower than it should have. Ugh, she didn't get to sleep until sometime passed twelve in the morning! Now she was late? Great. Ah well, it wasn't like Hea was going anywhere, right? Ha! In fact, she was staying this time around, so she shouldn't mind if she was a little late, right?

Rye stepped through the village with little effort. It wasn't like she needed to think about where she was going, she knew Berk like the back of her hand now! Anyway, she had better things to think about then just walking, her best friend was waiting for her! What would they say first? Would they hug? No doubt the trip her younger sister went on made her wiser. It had to, after all that was the whole point in traveling!

And if she were lucky, Hea would make her dinner with one of her new fancy recipes she collected along her travels. A nice, warm chicken dish would make her-

Just as her thoughts of a tasty meal entered her mind, a slam to her left side caused Rye to fly forward a few good steps. Her arms shot out and waved back and forth until she caught her balance and stood up straight once again. She moved her hands to her face and readjusted her glasses then looked to her left. Before she could say anything to the Viking that had rushed by her, a second and third followed after the first.

They sped by her without directing any words toward her, seemingly intent on their destination. What the hell? What was the rush, it wasn't like there was any danger to worry about! They were Vikings, but they didn't need to be _rude_. Her bottom lip poked out and her brows flipped upside down in an unpleasant manner.

A second shove, this time to her right side, forced Rye into the opposite direction. She caught her footing before falling, and possibly hurting her ankle, and regained her composure. This time a gaggle of Vikings charged out from behind her, running ahead of her toward the dock. What the? What the hell was going on?! Hiccup was at the glade for the moment, so it wasn't like he was at the dock performing miracles or anything.

Before she could part her lips to ask the fleeing men what was going on, a tap to her left shoulder caused her to stiffen. She jerked her head to the side to see a hand resting on her lone shoulder. She followed the hand to the arm then to the torso it connected to. Gobber stood at her side with a smile on his face.

"Hey," She said, his smile becoming contagious.

"Good afternoon, Rye." He released her shoulder; bringing his arm down to his side.

Just as she opened her mouth to reply, a third group of Vikings trampled by her, all making their way toward the dock. Okay, she could put more than two and two together. Something was going on. But what?

A slam to her back caused her to stand up straight and stiff. Ugh! Did he _have_ to hit her on the back all the time? It wasn't like she didn't have a _burn_ there or anything. Rye resisted the urge to yip and clenched her fists at her sides. She then turned back to Gobber and shot him her best glare. "What's going on?" She asked, her bottom lip poking out just slightly.

"Did you hear?" He asked, lifting his right brow in interest. "There's quite a scene down at the dock."

"Oh yeah?" Rye responded as the couple continued to make their way to the said destination.

"Oh yeah." He repeated and nodded. "It seems that Hea has come back, but you knew that didn't you?"

Of course she knew! It wasn't like she was walking all the way down to the dock for her health. Holding back any sharp replies that might fly from her lips, she resisted and cleared her throat. "I'm going to get her now, but that doesn't explain why everyone's rushing there."

"Ah, so you didn't hear the _details_."

Details? What _kind_ of details? It wasn't like Hea had come back with two heads or something! It was just Hea and the young Pomeranian, right? So what hell? "What details are there?"

Gobber nodded once again, returning his vision forward. "It seems that she passed out," He said flawlessly as if it were a common event.

"PASSED OUT?!" Rye shouted before her mind could process anything just told to her.

"Face first on the deck, as I hear. Out cold, as if she'd seen a ghost." He explained with a wave of his hand and hook.

Oh god. She passed out? What the hell was wrong with her? Had she been eating right and getting enough rest? Sure, Hea was known for her gift to pass out of things became too hectic but Rye had to ask herself if her younger sis was getting all the nutrition and sleep she needed.

Add to the fact that everyone in the village had rushed out to witness her cold, pale body. It was enough to make the older sister cringe with disgust. Ugh, didn't Vikings get enough blood and guts with the dragon slaughtering? It wasn't like _one_ passed out girl was going to look 'cool'.

"Wonderful," Rye said with a sigh. "Do you know why?"

"Not really, I just heard from Snotlout that she blacked out the minute she stepped foot on deck." Gobber said with a small, weak shrug. "But you should be able to figure out what's wrong with her, you being a _doctor_ and all."

Oh and that wonderful Viking sarcasm made its way back to her. What a way to start off her day! Eh, it was better than hearing it from Hiccup, at least through Gobber she could laugh or snap back. But when a _fifteen year old_ told her off, it was a dent to her sarcastic pride! Eh well, she had better things to worry about now anyway. It was time to pick her sister's soulless body off the ship poop deck.

"Yeah sure," Rye said with a snort. "Uh, I wonder what's wrong with her."

Gobber stopped mid step and moved his left arm outward, his index finger pointed forward. "You better find out."

She followed the direction of the older male's finger to see that they had arrived at the dock. That was fast! Ugh, thinking of her sister passed out must have taken up more time then she thought. But there wasn't any time to waste! She broke away from Gobber within the same moment and broke out into a short sprint. The nurse shoved nearby Vikings to one side as she came closer to the ship. With a short skip and a hop, she found herself standing on the same wooden deck as her fallen sister.

She appeared the same in every way; then again maybe she had grown a few inches? It was hard to tell with her limp body sprawled out across the bow. Her short hair appeared as shaggy as ever; no doubt she was overdue for a cut. Hea always knew how to sport the perfect 'pixie cut'. Her dark brown hair had passed down her eyebrow line and almost covered the large brown eyes that were shut at the moment. Ah, even if she _was_ passed out it was nice to see her again.

A bark caused Rye to stand up straight. She whirled around to see a cream colored puff of fur standing behind her. Aw, Bug! Was the small canine happy to see her again? Bug stood with ear straight up and legs spread almost as if she were ready to attack anyone who came close to Hea. Her curly tail sat on her back and the moment the two females locked eyes, it began to wag ever so slightly.

"Is she dead?"

The Viking doctor flinched to the sound of a familiar, male voice. She jerked her head over her shoulder to face forward once again only to see Tuff and Ruff standing at the dock, not more than five feet away. She was quick to roll her eyes at Tuff's comment and resisted the urge to snap back before bending down to a single knee. The older sister moved her right hand out and placed it on top of Hea's forehead.

Sweat had collected on the cook's brow and she felt clammy, no doubt her heart rate had at one point raced to the point where she lost consciousness. It was a notable trait of hers, but nothing that shouldn't be over looked. After all, Hea was the only family she had! Fainting was just one of those things the younger sister did well, kind of like the way _she_ sprained her ankles nearly every time she fell.

"No," Rye responded to Tuff's question without looking in his direction. "She just fainted."

She then released her hand from Hea's forehead and moved both arms to the floor. With a single jerk, she moved her arms up underneath her sister's underarms and hoisted the cook in training off the floor. Rye moved her younger sibling's arm around her shoulder and used her back to lift of them into a standing, or slouching, position.

"Come on Bug," Rye grumbled as she adjusted to the new weight. "Let's get Hea into bed."

Act End.
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Rye sighed as she placed her hands around the wooden handles of Hea's food tray. The smell of oatmeal and warm apple cider tickled her senses but her stomach refused to grow. Ugh, how could she be hungry at a time like this? After finding her sister face down on the boat's deck _then_ to have to tell her all about what had happened in the last year, it was mentally exhausting! After all, the elder sister knew good and well about her younger sibling's hate for dragons.

Just the _look_ on her face told a lifetime story of post-traumatic stress. The moment the cook heard the word 'dragon' she shut down, Rye could _feel_ it. It didn't matter how sweet or cute Toothless was or what good Hiccup had done fighting that monster of a dragon; Hea's mind was already made up. She hated dragons; she would _never_ trust them and certainly never tolerate them. What the hell was she going to do with that stubborn younger sister of hers?

But the news was still fresh, maybe in a day or so things would change? After all, who could say a bad thing about Toothless when he gazed at you with a set of wide green eyes? If there was hope that dragons could be domesticated and trained then there _had_ to be hope that Hea would change her beliefs…right?

Rye stepped out of the small kitchen area with the tray in hand. She then made her way toward her sister's room in silence. Seeing the daylight shining through the window in Hea's room in the hallway, she thought about what her sister had said the moment her story was done. The anger, the venom and the disgust in her tone wouldn't fade from the nurse's mind.

"_They're dragons. _Dragons._ There's no way they could be anything but monsters. Look at what they did to you."_

She had been burned, but that was a long time ago and it had long healed. If what Hiccup preached was true, the poor animal was trying to defend itself. Trying to bring home enough food to satisfy the 'queen bee'. It wasn't the reptile's fault; she was just at the wrong place at the wrong time. She didn't die from her wounds and she wasn't mentally scarred, so why was her sibling worried?

The image of Hea sitting up in bed shook Rye out of her thoughts. She cleared her throat upon entering the room, catching the short haired girl's attention within seconds. Seated upward in bed, she turned to her older sister with the same frown Rye had seen when she left the room. Was she still thinking about it? Could she be mad?

_Time to find out._

"Food's ready." The nurse flashed her best smile and leaned in toward her bedbound sister. "Oatmeal with cider. Oh and there's some honey there on the side." She explained before placing the wooden tray in Hea's lap.

"Thanks."

Rye's smile dropped._ That_ didn't sound good. Even if they had been separated for a year and half, she could still read her sibling like a book. Hea wasn't happy, that much was obvious. But what could she do? She couldn't change the things that had already happened. It was time for the young cook to cope like everyone else in the village; after all she isn't/wasn't the only one who didn't like dragons.

Maybe a chat with Stoick would make her feel better? Then again Hea and Stoick the Vast had never really gotten along; in fact he seemed to go out of his way to _not_ speak with her. But were the two really that different?

"I hope I made it right," She said, referring to the oatmeal. "Let me tell you, it took me weeks before I could make food worth eating when you first left." Rye released a small chuckle, taking a seat on a small chair that stood beside the bed.

Hea's dark colored eyes darted away from her.

Okay, _that _tactic didn't seem to work. "Bug looks good," She removed her eyes from the cook and glanced to the floor, where the young pup laid, curled in a tight ball. "I think she was four months old last time I saw her. Her coat has changed a lot."

Best going away present ever, if she didn't say so herself! Bug had to be the best surprise Hea had ever gotten, her face alone the moment she saw the dog was priceless. Rye had picked Bug out the litter herself and spent all of her savings on her but it was well worth it.

"_Because I can't be there to protect you, I found someone who would."_

Ah, seeing Bug now was so strange! Who would have known such a little dog would turn out to be such a glorious and stunning dog. Just by looking at the cream colored canine, she and anyone else could most certainly tell she was strong. And seeing that Hea came home in once piece, Bug had done her job just fine.

"When I saw those huge paws, I knew she was going to be a little wolf!" Rye released a few giggles. "She also looked like you." She then tore her attention away from the Pomeranian and looked back at Hea. "All wide-eyed and confused half the time."

The room became silent. Ugh, still no response? What did she have to do to get the girl to talk? After all this time of being apart, Hea was going to come home and _not_ speak with her? No, she wouldn't let this happen! Too much time had passed between the two of them; they had a lot of catching up to do. Dragon or no dragon, their relationship was more important.

"So," Rye inhaled through her nose and sat up straight. "You should see Astrid and the others, they've gotten so big! And besides Ruff, Tuff and Snotlout, they haven't seen you yet; they'll see how cute you've gotten." Still no verbal response from her sister led the nurse to ramble on, "Oh and you have to see-"

"I can't do this!"

The sound of the clay bowl and cup hitting the wooden tray caused Rye to flinch. She looked on to see the tray away from Hea's lap and on the mattress several inches away from the cook's body. The younger girl had both hands latched to either side of the serving platter and her head dipped down to where her short choppy bangs hid her eyes.

"I can't live with dragons on Berk!" She shouted, pulling her body away from the tray. "It's _wrong_."

"Hea…" Rye felt her heartstrings pull at the tone of her best friend's voice.

"They ruined your life." Hea said in a pitch smoother than moments before. "They hurt you and I can't live with the things that _hurt_ you."

"My life isn't ruined," The older sister replied with the most sweetness she could muster. "It's just a scar now, Hea. I'm fine."

"I saw your burn," The chef whispered. "I smelled it and I can't forget it." She then lifted her chin and stared at the opposing wall. "And now those _things_ are living here, like pets? No, I won't stand for it."

Okay, now her sister was being unreasonable. What was she going to do, change everything just because of one incident? The way of life on Berk had changed forever and there was nothing _anyone_ could do about it. The kids from Dragon Slaying School couldn't stop it, Gobber couldn't stop it, and not even Stoick the Vast could stop it. Life was different now and everyone else had accepted it, why couldn't she? Was it because it was all so new to her?

"You can't change things now." Rye made sure to add a certain sternness to tone. "What can you do anyway? You can't just make the dragons go away."

"I don't care what I have to do!" Hea jerked her head to the left and shot a mighty glare at the Viking nurse.

With a small sigh, Rye looked toward the sleeping Pomeranian. "That would be like someone trying to take Bug away from you, just because she nipped someone's finger."

"No its not!" The younger girl shook her head left and right. "Someone doesn't get second degree burns from a bite!"

"Hea." The eldest siblings proceeded to shoot her own set of daggers outward. "You're overreacting. I understand it's a bit much to take in at once, but you have to learn to accept it. Everyone else has."

The room fell silent. Hea turned away from her and once again dipped her chin into her chest. The shadows from bangs hid her eyes but her still visible bottom lip trembled as if she were crying. Was this _that_ important to her? Did she really dislike dragons _that_ much, just because of that one incident?

She had let go any grudge she had about the dragon that had burned her long ago. The day she saw Toothless save Hiccup from danger, all of her hate vanished. How could a creature that cared so much for a boy no one else noticed be evil? Toothless loved Hiccup and vice versa, so how could that be wrong?

Odin had bigger plans for the crippled boy and his Night Fury.

"I'll leave then."

Rye felt a cold chill run through her veins. What did her best friend just say? She was going to leave _again_? How could she? After eighteen months of absence, she was going to leave her for a _second_ time?

"We'll leave." As if she were to correct herself, she reinstated her last reply. "We'll go back to the city."

Leave? The both of them? There wasn't any hesitation in her mind what her answer to that was. No. There was no way she would ever leave Berk. Not after all these years of trying to impress the Viking elders and building their house by hand? She couldn't throw it away, not because her younger sister couldn't tolerate a dragon or two. If Stoick could accept it then Hea could. It was just going to need time. If she saw Toothless, she would _have_ to think he was cute, everyone did!

But more than anything, she couldn't give up the friendships she had on the tiny island. Even if she as close to Astrid and others like Hiccup had become, they still meant something to her. And of course that went without mentioning Gobber. The one and only person to ever understand her, besides Hea, she wasn't going up and leave him now.

Not when he specifically asked for _her_ help with that new manual they were writing.

"I can't go with you, Hea." The senior sister exhaled a small sigh through nose between the words as the features on her face relaxed.

Instead of saying anything in response, Hea remained still. Rye's eyes were drawn from her sister's face down to her arms then to her hands. There she watched as the girl clenched the thin sheets. Was she upset, angry or both? Without being able to see Hea's face, it was too hard to tell.

"I can't tell you that you have to stay here for me." Rye spoke in a tone just above a whisper. "But I want you to."

"I can't be alone anymore." Hea managed to speak beyond the shaking and trembling of her words.

"Then stay."

She watched as her dearest and oldest friend shed a single tear. Beyond the shadows of her hair a small drop to water trickled down her round cheek. Why did she have to cry? Rye _hated_ seeing someone she loved so much hurting, especially when it was about something that was so easily solved. If Hea only knew and became close to a dragon the way she had when she met Bug, things would be wonderful.

Then life on Berk would be absolutely perfect.

"You should eat," Rye continued to speak in the same soft tone her mother would use to comfort them when they were children. "You fainted today."

The girl with the shaggy hair allowed her head to nod slowly. Ah, that was a relief; at least she agreed to do _something_ in her own favor. No doubt after this meal she would get doozy and fall into a deep sleep. Then maybe after they could talk about their living arrangements.

Sleep would do her a world of good.

Act End.
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She had put up her best fight and still lost. Ugh, she'd only been home a day or so, why force her out into the 'new and improved' Berk so soon? Thank Odin there were no dragons in sight…so far.

Hea released a loud sigh through her nose as her sister dragged her in the direction of Mead Hall. Rye had apparently informed the whole village of her return from her eighteen month journey and now they were holding a banquet in her honor. Was that a problem? Not really, it was just the threat of the villagers bringing their pet dragons to the party that was the problem. Then again, if Rye had told them about her safe return maybe she also told them her distaste for dragons?

With all the hope she had left, the nurse had read her mind. But until she could be sure everything was safe, she was going to keep her eyes peeled! And what if she actually ran into a dragon? Hell, she wasn't sure but she knew that the moment she saw one of the vile beasts, the party was _over_.

And with Bug trailing at their feet, the last thing she needed was for some rouge dragon to swallow the Pomeranian up in a single bite.

"Come on," Rye glanced over her shoulder, shooting her a smile. "We're late as it is!" The older sibling then tugged on her hand, pulling her forward at a faster pace.

Hea pouted. Ugh, it wasn't like it mattered, they were dealing with _Vikings _for Odin's sake, she was pretty sure they would continue the celebration whether she was there or not! Seeing as she and Rye weren't technically Vikings, why would they hesitate to party without them around?

Although, she was surprised that they would actually welcome her back with open arms at all! It had taken a number of long years of bonding with the people of Berk to even get a smile out of them as she and Rye passed by. Times had definitely changed; it didn't feel _that_ long ago since that long first trip to Berk. Times were hard back then and now they were holding a fancy feast in _her_ name? It was almost too hard to believe.

Then again the Vikings had also taken a sudden liking for dragons, so maybe it wasn't too farfetched after all.

"Everyone's waiting to see you!" Rye spoke aloud once more, a large smile plastered over her face.

They were? Since when did she mean that much to anyone besides her sister? Ah well, she must have gotten on their good side somehow. But she had been at sea for a number of long months so maybe her absence made their Viking hearts grow fonder? Eh, _that_ was unlikely. Maybe it wasn't her influence at all, maybe…

"_I have to tell you about this project I'm working on with Gobber and Hiccup!"_

She hadn't had an influence on the people of Berk at all. No, they didn't like or appreciate her, they liked Rye. It was no wonder either, after serving as a nurse to their injured for an extended period; it was only natural that they would find her presence enjoyable. Rye was sweet, understanding and supportive; what else could a Viking want or need?

This was Rye's party, not hers.

"We're here!"

Hea flinched; they were at Mead Hall…all ready? The girl with the short hair lifted her chin and focused in on the large building in front of her. In the dark evening light she could make out the familiar features of the hall, it didn't look much different from when she last saw it. At least _something _looked the same.

Maybe the people inside weren't any different?

The sensation of Rye's hand leaving her own caused the cook to turn left to see her older sister approaching the hall's door alone. The large smirk still glued to her cheeks, she pressed her open palms against the wooden doors and began to give them a strong push.

"Rye, wait!" Hea called out to her bestie, her arm extended as if to stop the nurse.

Either the girl with long hair didn't hear her or didn't want to listen to what she had to say because she continued to push open the doors with _too_ much eagerness. What the heck? What was with the sudden push to get her to be social? It was just a stupid party; no one even asked her if she _wanted_ to go! They just assumed she'd be ready to face the changes without hesitation. How inconsiderate, rude and insensitive! What if she wasn't ready, what if she didn't _want_ to like dragons?

What if she was really just terrified of dragons…?

Fear and hate were two horns on the same animal for her. Whatever she hated she feared and whatever she feared, she hated. She felt hatred because she feared the unknown and not knowing was what she hated. In a sense, that's what dragons were to her. They were unpredictable creatures that held too much power of humans. How could anyone _trust_ something that held so much control over the population?

Inside she was just a scared little girl. Maybe _that_ was the real reason she left, maybe after seeing what a dragon could do to a person, like Rye, all she wanted to do was run from it. And that's what she wanted to do now, run.

"Welcome back Hea!"

The bright lights from the torches blinded her upon impact. Using her already extended arm to block out the light from her eyes she waited for her eyes to adjust. Within seconds, the lights died down in brightness enough to allow Hea to remove her arm from her face. After dropping her hand to her side, she saw as a lot of familiar faces greeted her with smiles. The smell of poultry and freshly baked bread hit her nostrils with such a sudden burst that her mouth watered beyond her control.

"Go on," Rye said with a small pat to the back.

With the gentle encouragement of her sister, Hea moved forward. Her cocoa-colored eyes scanned the large hall, her mind connecting old faces to well-known names. Everyone seemed to be in check, all of the older Vikings were present anyway. Good, that meant that no one had been hurt or died during that great raid against the 'queen bee' dragon months ago.

There also wasn't a single dragon in sight. Ah, at least there was _that_.

"Hea!"

Said female jerked at the sound of her name. She took a quick look to the right to see a group of teens she hadn't seen in what felt like _ages_. If there was any group of Vikings she missed during her time away, it had to be Astrid and the rest. Seeing them now was a bit strange, they had gotten so big!

She could refuse the smile tugging at her lips. "Hey guys."

Astrid led the group in her usual strong way, all the while sporting a heartwarming smile. Oh how she'd grown! She was even more beautiful now than she was the day she left, if that were possible. Her stunning blue gaze had matured so much in the last year and half. When did she become such a young woman?!

Behind her stood the twins, both with same trouble-making smirks she saw the day she left Berk. While Tuff looked as if he'd gained some muscle mass, Ruff had changed from total tomboy to a lady. Sure, the two siblings shared many traits, with time it looked as if they had begun to drift apart in looks.

"Welcome home." Astrid spoke in a voice far too sweet for her personality. Perhaps the huge change in Berk had affected her demeanor?

After all, she _did_ use the word 'home'. Since when did the Vikings on Berk consider her or her sister a part of their community?

"Thanks." Hea released a string of nervous giggles.

After breaking eye contact with the blonde female, Hea glanced beyond Astrid's shoulder to see Snotlout and Fishlegs. The two boys had grown! Wow, Snotlout was the spitting image of his father and Fishlegs looked like a true Viking. Yep, no doubt they all excelled in Dragon Slaying School.

_Before dragons became pets around here, of course._

"How was your trip?" Fishlegs was first to approach her with any sort of question.

"Not bad." Hea felt her smile widening. "Long and tiring of course."

"You look older," Ruff reached forward, no doubt taking mental notes on her physical changes.

Was that supposed to be a compliment? Eh, what did it matter anyway, Vikings always had a talent for giving out backhanded comments and compliments. "Thanks?"

The sound of nails on the hard floor caused Hea to turn and look downward. In her peripheral vision she watched the others follow along until all of their eyes landed on the small ball of fluff on the floor. Bug stood with her chest poked outward with what appeared to be a great deal of pride. Was she proud of her adult coat she had grown during the last year? Last time this group saw her, she still had her baby fur!

"What is _that_?" Tuff's voice shattered any thoughts passing through her mind.

Hea was quick to pout. "That's Bug, you know her! Remember?"

"Eh," Snotlout bent down to the dog's level. "She looks different, are you sure it's the same dog?" He then proceeded to extend his index finger toward the pup as if to poke her nose.

"Eh, I wouldn't do-"

Before she could spit out her warning, Bug released a low rumbling growl. Unfazed by her verbal warning, Snotlout continued to inch closer to the canine. The blond Pom peeled back her lips as he carried on, revealing her pearly white teeth. With a single yap, Bug opened her jaw and snapped it shut.

"'Ey!" The shortest boy yelped and pulled his arm back into his chest. Did she actually bite him?

"Did it get you?" Tuff leaned into Snotlout with a set of wide, curious eyes.

"I don't see any blood." The dark haired boy responded by pulling his hand to eye level.

Ah, Vikings never changed! …Well _almost_ never anyway. "Bug's not an _it_, she's a _she_." Hea was quick to correct the male twin in a firm tone.

Tuff's eyes rolled. "Sure, whatever."

"Bug is more fierce than any dragon." Rye joked, appearing at her younger sister's side. "She has a 'super bark' that can knock down trees."

"_Rye_." Hea jerked her left elbow outward, hitting her best friend's side. How the heck could she compare _her_ Bug with some stupid dragon?! Everyone knew, or _should_ know, that her cream sable Pomeranian was superior to every other pet!

"Okay, okay." Taking her obvious hint, Rye stepped a few inches away from the group of teens. "I'm gonna go catch up with Gobber, see you in a while, Hea."

"Kay." The cook watched as her senior walked out of range. She then returned her attention to her peers.

"Have you had a chance to meet Toothless yet?" Astrid's voice hit her ears with a gentle vibration.

'_Toothless'_? Wasn't that the name given to the Night Fury Hiccup had found and supposedly trained? Ugh, just the thought of naming something as stupid as a dragon was ridiculous! Naming a creature gave it character and added some kind of affection on the name-giver's part; no dragon deserved _that_. Ah well, might as well roll with the punches.

"No." Hea cleared her throat and allowed her eyes to dart away from the group.

_And I don't plan to._

"It'll be your first time seeing a Night Fury, when you meet him." Fishlegs smirked at the name of the vile beast.

She proceeded to grind her teeth in her mouth in an effort to keep any bad or negative comments from slipping through her lips. Why start trouble if she didn't need to? Hell, she wasn't sure she _wanted_ to stay on Berk just yet anyway. And _if_ she _did_ decide to leave, she wouldn't have to meet any dragon, let alone Toothless. It was best if she just smile and nod for the time being.

Until she made her final decision, she was going to hide away in her house and only come out at night. Maybe that way she wouldn't have to deal with any stupid dragons.

"Y-yeah." Hea released a series of nervous chuckles. "Rye told me all about what happened when I was gone. _Soooo_," She bit her lower lip and brought her two hands together and clapped. "Let's talk about something _else_, okay?"

The young baker looked on as the group of teens paused with questionable looks on their faces. They then turned to one another for a short moment, as if they were looking for some kind of answer to her sudden strangeness.

_Come on, someone say _something_!_

A sudden snicker from Tuff made the blood in her veins freeze over. "Heh, so you _are_ scared of dragons. Rye said you would be."

"Hey!" Ruff turned to her brother but not before shoving her fist into his upper arm. "We weren't supposed to say anything!"

Afraid of dragons? _Rye_ said that or better yet, Rye _knew_? Since when?! Nobody was supposed to know and now the _whole_ village knew?! This was supposed to be a secret, a secret that she would keep to herself forever, how could she be so easy to read? Where did her air of mystery go or did she ever have it at all?! And Rye told them? Did she tell them because she was trying to protect her or did the Viking nurse verify something they already expected?

Hea felt a rush of heat hit her face. Oh no and now she was going to _blush_ on top of everything? Wonderful, even if she wanted to deny it she couldn't now, not when she was red all over! But what else could she do but deny the truth?

"What are you talking about?" She fought back the raging blush on her face and shot a glare in the group's direction. "I am _not_ afraid of dragons."

"You aren't?" Snotlout tilted his head to one side while giving her a smirk, almost like he knew something she didn't.

"No!" She barked. "I'm not!"

Astrid released a small sigh and stepped in front of Snotlout, blocking Hea's view of the shorter boy. "Look, Rye told us you were nervous around dragons so we went out of our way to make sure you didn't see any, okay?"

"It's no big deal," Fishlegs' voice cracked just a bit, like _he_ was nervous. "They can be scary…at first."

Hea protested by throwing her clenched fists down to her sides and shutting her eyes tight. "I'm not scared!"

After reopening her eyes, she watched as Ruff extended her arm out. "Are you _sure_?"

"Ugh!"

That was it! She was only going to be pushed so far, she wasn't going to be bullied into admitting her worst fear! Hea made a strong point to shoot a 'death glare' at the bunch of teenagers before turning her nose up at them and leaving the area. Oh, Rye had an earful coming her way! Her older sister was going to hear all of her complaints then she was going to find out _why_ she felt the need to blab to everyone.

In the young cook's mindset, this party was officially over.

Act End.
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"I'm gonna go catch up with Gobber, see you in a while, Hea." Rye said, throwing her hand in the air as she spun on her heel and moving away from Astrid and her crew.

Ah, this was better than she thought it would be! Having Hea home was more exciting than she could have ever imagined. After all, in their time apart from one another, they both had learned and experienced new things. They still had a lot to talk about and a lot to catch up on. Hm, it was just a matter of time before things were like the good old days!

But it was time to let her little sister mingle with her old crowd. Sure Hea was a few years older than Astrid and the rest but they still got along relatively well, at least they _did_ eighteen months ago and in that last year and half _a lot _of things had changed. Maybe they would get along better or worse, she wasn't sure just yet.

In the meantime, she had some catching up to do herself! Rye stepped through the large crowds of Vikings before making her way to her intended destination. With a pleasant smile on her face and bounce in her step, she found herself closing the distance between herself and Gobber.

"Hey," She said once within earshot. "What's going on?"

The older blond turned at the sound of her voice, with a smile on his face. Equipped with his mug attachment, he lifted the wooden cup into the air. "Ah Rye!"

Her eyes moved from her old friend to look beyond his shoulders. Beside the former teacher stood the chief of the village, Stoick. Hm, that was to be expected, they were good friends weren't they? Oh well, might as well get her 'social' on and actually talk to someone other than Gobber.

"Nice to see you were able to bring your sister here in one piece!" Gobber released a round of heavy chuckles after welcoming her into his group. "No one's seen her since that day on the boat."

"Yeah," She giggled to herself. "Hea's doing well."

_At least physically anyway…_

"She looks good!" He said with a wave of his mug, "Getting to be just as pretty as her sister," He then proceeded to nudge her shoulder with his elbow.

"Psh," She was quick to shoo the older man off with a playful roll of her eyes. Time for a change of subject! "So Stoick," Rye drew her attention away from Gobber and moved on to the village leader. "Where's that kid of yours? Is he here?"

The older redhead cleared his throat, "He should be here soon; he had some business to take care of with Toothless."

Toothless? Her head cocked to one side. Oh geez, did Hiccup get the message about _not_ bringing his Night Fury anywhere near the village until Hea was settled? Ugh! If anyone was supposed to get that message it was him!

He had to have heard _something_ about not bringing Toothless around, right? Yeah, he had to!

Shaking off any paranoia she adjusted herself. "He did, did he? He's been attached at the hip with that dragon for weeks!"

"Dragons are demanding creatures, you know!" Gobber said with a nod of his head. "They're worse than women, they require a lot of attention."

A single brow lifted to the top of her forehead. "Is that right? And what would _you_ know about that?"

He turned to her and presented her with a wicked smile, "You'd be surprised."

"Uh huh." She hummed.

"Rye," Stoick's deeper voice caused the younger female to turn his way. "I wanted to talk to you about your sister."

Oh boy, _that_ sounded fun. What now? She just got back, it wasn't like the young cook had a whole lot of time to break anything or cause any trouble. Because Odin knew how much mischief Hea got into when she was a kid. But her smaller sister had mellowed out and besides, the girl had been bed ridden for the past twenty four hours!

"Yes?" She replied with _just_ a hint of hesitation.

"I know Hea has been away learning some cooking skills but we aren't ready for a new cook at Mead Hall just yet." Stoick spoke in a firm tone, his eyes never straying from her. "I wanted you to tell her that we still need her to herd the livestock."

Ah, so that was it? She felt a breath of relief leave her lungs. Hea should be okay with that, right? She _was_ the sheep herder before she left, she could do it again! Then again, repeating these instructions from the village leader seemed easier thought than done. After all, the young baker had been gone for over a year, perfecting her art only to come home to resume an old job. But it was better than nothing, right?

"I'll pass on the message." Rye forced a small smile.

"Good." He gave her a single nod of his head. "Oh," He paused just long enough to change the topic. "And the dragons are going to be back by morning, I expect Hea can handle that?"

"Yeah I think so." Ugh, it wasn't much time for her sister to adjust but what other choice did the two siblings have? "I mean I can't guarantee that she'll be totally okay but I think we can manage."

Should she bring up the subject of Hea thinking about leaving? Gah, talk about bad timing! If they only had a little more time, maybe her sister would warm up to the idea but _one night_ wasn't going to make much difference. But again, what choice did she have? As an older sister, she was supposed to protect her younger kin!

"Oh I'll bet she'll take one look at Toothless and fall in love," Gobber spoke before bringing his mug to his lips and taking a long sip of his ale.

"Yeah."

_Oh, Odin please make this easy!_

"Rye!"

The Viking nurse flinched. By the sound of it, her younger sister did _not_ sound pleased. Perhaps she had gotten into an argument with Tuff or something? Rye turned away from the older men to see Hea fuming mad. With her shoulders hunched over and both of her fists clenched at her sides she stomped her way toward the trio with a look of frustration that no one had seen in a _long_ time.

"What's the matter?" Rye asked, arching her right brow.

"How could you?!" Hea yelped, her cheeks glowing a bright red color while her eyes appeared glazed over with tears. What the heck happened?

"How could I what? What happened?" Rye reached forward and placed her hands on the smaller girl's shoulders.

The pixie-haired female swatted away her hands, "How could you tell everyone about 'you-know-what'? It was a secret!"

'You-know-what', secret? What the heck was she spouting now? Rye allowed her arms and shoulders to relax as she fixated her attention on her sister's eyes. Why was she on the brink of crying? The very _last_ thing she wanted to do was make her best friend cry!

"I'm _not_ afraid of dragons!" Hea shut both eyes tight and shouted loud enough for Vikings close by to stop and turn their way. "How could you tell everyone I was scared of them?!"

Oh. So that was what this was about. She had told the village elders about her sister's fear but she didn't mean for it to be malicious or for it to get out so even the kids knew. She wanted to _protect_ her sister, not upset her. Hell, she'd only been on Berk for a few hours and now she was about to cry! Great, now what was she supposed to do? Hea was gonna leave for sure now and this time it would be _her fault_.

"Hea, I wanted to make sure you felt safe." Rye's facial features settled. "I'm sorry, I just wanted-"

"I'm not scared!" She protested. "I don't care what everyone thinks, I am _not_ scared. I hate dragons! They're disgusting, stupid, mean creatures and they're only useful when they're dead!"

By this point Mead Hall had fallen silent. Had everyone heard what her sister just said? Rye managed to pull her eyes away from the cook and scanned the room around them. All eyes were glued to the two sisters, looks of shock and confusion on most of their faces.

Was it really that shocking to hear that someone, who was coming home to Berk after an extended leave, was surprised or even traumatized by the fact that dragons were now living on the island as pets/companions? After all, six months ago any Viking would have said the same thing, right? Hea had grown up knowing and believing that dragons were evil, it had to be a terrible culture shock to come home to such a change.

_I'm so sorry Hea._

The sound of the large double doors of Mead Hall opening forced the silent men and women in the area to turn around. Who could be _this_ late to a party? The whole village was here, who the heck could be this late?! Rye narrowed her eyes and tried her best to focus her vision on the person standing in the doorway. As the lights from the torches highlighted the features on the person's face, it became clear who it was.

"Hiccup!" Stoick called out to his son.

But what was that by his side? Rye felt her eyes contract even further to see a large black mass at Hiccup's side. As if on cue, the two 'people' stepped into the light. At his side and standing loyal as ever, Toothless' image came into view. Oh god, he brought _Toothless? _A _dragon_?! Her right hand shot up from her side, her open palm hitting the side of her face. Great, just frikkin' perfect! So he didn't get the message, who the hell didn't tell Hiccup about the 'no dragon' code at this welcome home party?!

"Sorry we're late dad." Hiccup's voice echoed through the hall but no one replied.

The shorter, scrawny boy walked deeper into the room with his pet by his side. Meanwhile the Vikings that _knew_ of the code stood in silence. Rye turned to look at her sister to see that Hea's body had stiffened. Her hands lifted to her chest and she clenched at her shirt. Was she scared? The nurse stepped to one side, getting a better view of the cook's expression. The color had drained from her face while her eyes where dilated to the fullest extent.

"Hiccup," The boy's father took a single step forward. "Take Toothless out-"

Before the chief could finish a small platinum blonde puff of fur shot out from in between Hea's quivering legs. Growling in a tone that almost sounded offensive, Bug dashed over to the large black dragon. About two feet in front of the reptile, she parted all four legs and stood her ground. The fur that laid across her spine shot up, making her appear larger and puffier than usual.

"Bug!" Hea called out to her pup, hesitating only for a moment before following after her.

"Hea, wait!" Rye's arm shot outward.

Hea stood behind her Pomeranian, only stopping in front of Toothless. The larger black dragon leaned forward toward both girl and dog, no doubt taking in their new scents. At the small movement of the reptile, Bug began to yap in a high pitch.

"Toothless!" Hiccup turned to his pet.

Before anyone could make any moves, Hea jumped in front of her dog, her arms stretched outward, as if she were ready to take a hit from the dragon. Instead of attacking or even growling, Toothless slowly moved closer to Hea, his nostrils twitching along the way. He moved his snot to the young baker's chest and took a few good sniffs. Hea stood with her eyes shut and refused to take a breath.

The room remained silent as Toothless moved his face away from her bust and returned to his previous position. As the dragon pulled away, Hea allowed her clenched fists to relax, eyes to open and lips to part. She inhaled what seemed to be a shallow breath. Was she okay?

The sound of Bug's growls caused the large black reptile to turn his attention away from Hea. He lowered his head to the dog's level and moved around the girl's body. As he crept around her, he extended his nose in the dog's direction. The instant they came nose to nose, Bug released a small whimper and cowered back.

"Hey!" Hea jerked her frame in front of the pup's, "Stay away!"

"Hea, relax!" Rye called to her sister.

Instead of taking her order, Toothless continued to try and walk around Hea in order to get to Bug. His wide green eyes dilated at the sight of the tiny dog and he appeared to be intrigued. By this time the Pomeranian had her curled tail tucked between her legs, still while releasing small whimpers. When the dragon was only inches away from the dog, the young cook lifted her right arm into the air. Rye watched as her baby sister clenched her fist to the tightest extent and for a single second, she lifted her arm above her head. With a swift and quick jerk, Hea swung her arm toward, her fist slamming against Toothless' nose. The solid 'whacking' sound caused the Vikings in the room to flinch.

The older sibling looked on to see her best friend with her arm in a downward position, her fist still balled. Did she just hit Toothless? As if he was acting upon instinct, the dragon jumped back and peeled back his lips, revealing his large white teeth. The ears on his head sat flat on his head while he moved his head downward, his shoulders hunched over. Seeing his partner go on the defensive, Hiccup jumped in front of Toothless, placing his hands on the dragon's snout.

"Keep it away." Hea directed her venom toward dragon trainer. "I want nothing to do with it. If it were up to me, it'd be dead."

"Hea!"

Rye jumped into action and rushed over to her sister. Placing both her arms on the chef's shoulders, she pulled the girl away from both the dragon and his keeper. For the second time that night, the younger female pushed her arms off her shaking shoulders. Without taking her eyes off Toothless, Hea bent over and plucked the small dog off the floor. Once Bug was cradled in her arms, she stood up straight, her muscles stiff.

No words formed on her tongue as she tore herself away from the group of Vikings. In the completely silent, she stormed passed both Hiccup and his partner. Her echoing footsteps chilled the room and within moments of beginning, they faded until the young sheep herder left the hall.

"Well, it might that more than _one look_ then." Gobber corrected himself.

Great, just frikkin' wonderful! Rye felt her body grow limp the moment her sister disappeared from the party. Ugh! She was going to _kill_ someone, first someone ratted to the kids about Hea's secret fear of dragons _then_ Hiccup shows up with Toothless?! This was a complete mess. What was she supposed to do now, how could she fix this one? She might be an older sister to the stubborn and overly-proud Hea but she wasn't a miracle worker. This was going to take some time for sure.

This was going to take more than sleep to fix.

Act End.
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She pulled her tired body out of bed Hea placed her bare feet on the cold floor. Ugh, when was the last time she actually _had_ to get up at this ungodly hour? When she was by herself for the last year, she made all the rules! Hell, she didn't have to get if she didn't want, or even brush her hair in the morning before leaving her place of stay! But now? Not only did last night's party end in the worst way possible, she had to come home only to be told that she was going to work as a sheep herder _again_. What the heck was the point of traveling around if she wasn't even going to cook?! What was all that learning good for now!

Then again she didn't leave because she wanted to learn how to cook or even bake. No, she left for a reason she hadn't even come to terms with herself yet. She hadn't told _anyone_ why she left in the first place and she wasn't planning to. No one needed to know why she left, why she needed to get away from Berk as far as possible. Rye was a good mind reader but she couldn't have any idea about the truth for her 'trip'.

But that was all said and done, wasn't it? Why worry about it now, she was here and there was nothing she could do about it. Not just yet anyway. She was going to leave Berk again, there was no way she could stay with those flying rats around! It was just a matter of convincing Rye to come along with her that was the issue. Once Rye agreed to come with her, then she'd be the first to get in a boat and sail away in the sunset!

Shaking any lingering memory of the party from her mind, Hea pushed her exhausted body off of her bed and stood up straight. A shiver tore through her body, causing her arms to pull up and hug against her chest. Ugh, how could she forget how _cold_ it got here in Berk? She turned after a moment of trembling and moved over toward her lump of clothing that sat in a pile on the floor. Bending over, she peeked through the various articles of clothing until she found her grizzly pelt. She stood up straight and slipped the coat over her body with ease.

A snort from the floor caused the young herder to glance down. Standing with a look of fatigue plastered all over her face, Bug looked back up at her, eyes half lidded. Aw, she had gotten up along with her? Heh, not even the Pomeranian was used to the early morning job, was she? But whenever the dog had a chance to get out, she took it without hesitation even if it was at _this_ hour.

"Let's go," She said moving across the bedroom floor until she reached the doorway.

The sound of Bug's nails on the hard floor followed her from her bedroom until they reached the front door. With the early morning light that flooded through the windows, Hea reached over to the wall left of the front door to find her cane. Moving as slowly and quietly as possible, she opened the door and stepped outside. After making sure Bug had followed, she turned around and shut the door. No need to wake up Rye, this was _her_ job, there wasn't any need to wake her up just because _she_ had to!

The cool crisp air made the hairs on her arms stand up straight. Ugh, it should be against the law for it to be _this_ cold in the morning. Berk wasn't known for its superb weather but this was nuts! Maybe taking a leave for a year and a half was too long, it was going to take forever to get used to herding sheep again! Ah well, it could be worse, at least there weren't any dragons in sight…_yet_.

She had her fill last night, she didn't need to see another dragon the rest of her life! That _thing_, that Night Fury looked anything but tame, it growled at her! Like he was going to bite or something and what did Hiccup do? Nothing! Where was this great dragon trainer she had heard so much about? Even when Bug acted out of line, a good tap of the foot was enough to silence her but Toothless? Ugh, allowing dragons to live on Berk was a bad idea, really bad.

Hea moved across the small living space in the village until she found herself in front of the pen where the sheep were kept. Ah, it was almost nostalgic! Maybe if she didn't dread the mornings so much, she might have enjoyed it. In any event it was time to let the sheep out for the morning feed then in a few hours she could put them back and return to bed. The sooner this was done, the sooner she could get back to her room!

She placed her hand on the freezing metal latch of the main gate and popped it free with little effort. The old wooden gate released a rather loud creak as she pulled it wide open she stepped into the grassy area leaving the door open only long enough for Bug to enter along with her. Once both girls were safely inside the small space, she turned and locked the gate. Now time to release the sheep!

One by one, Hea let the small sheep out of their holding areas, allowing them access to their breakfast. She took a quick head count of each animal and after seeing that they were all in order and in place, she stepped over to a large rock that sat in the middle of the tiny field. Ugh, her butt was going to hurt later but she'd get used to it. When she was doing this before, she got used to it, she could do it again! The tired, shivering female laid her wooden cane on the floor and took her seat on the large stone.

It was going to be a fight just to stay awake.

Her few moments of silence were broken when the sound of crunching gravel caught her off guard. Before she could turn around to look behind her, she watched as Bug's ears stood up straight. Along with her watch dog, Hea turned and glanced over her shoulder to see a very familiar male standing in front of the gate.

What the heck was Hiccup doing here? Hadn't he had enough last night at the party? Ugh, he was probably here to try to convince her how sweet and tame dragons were. She wouldn't have it, no way! She those nasty reptiles and she always had and always would, no amount of talking would stop her from disliking them. Just because _one boy_ found _one dragon_ that seemed presentable didn't mean they were all domesticated!

She arched a brow as the young trainer opened the lock on the gate. In complete silence, he entered the small grassy area, locking the gate behind him after he was finished. He turned back around and once again they locked gazes. His bright green eyes stuck on her like she was some kind of stranger. Why did he have to stare at her like that? No hint of anger, disappointment or shame, just Hiccup. Wasn't he mad about earlier? After all she _had_ hit his pet.

Anyone else would be seriously pissed, right? Hell, if someone reached out and swatted Bug on the snout, she would be mad no doubt! But there he stood with no emotion on his face. Did he want to talk or something?

"Hey," He said as he approached her.

'_Hey'_, that was it? He was a Viking! Where was that aggressive demeanor everyone else seemed to have and handle so well? Hiccup had always been different, she was aware of that but could he really be _that_ different from his father and the people in the village? She knew him and he knew her and that was about it. When she and Rye first moved to Berk they saw each other but never spoke unless it was necessary. True she and her sister went out of their way _not_ to tease him or call him 'Hiccup the Useless' but they were by no means friends. Acquaintances and that was pretty much it. So why did he feel the need to talk to her now?

"Morning." She said before returning her eyes to the small herd ahead of her. "Why are you up so early?"

"Eh," His voice became louder the further he approached. "I was just in the area and I saw you and Bug coming this way."

Her chin lifted. Did he just call Bug by her name? Since when did he remember her name or even the fact that she _had_ a dog? "Oh." She cleared her throat.

He came around to her right side and took a seat on the rock beside her. He extended his prosthetic leg outward while bringing his right leg up. He rested his right elbow on his bent knee and exhaled. "My dad told mentioned you'd be our resident sheep herder again."

"Yeah." She grunted.

The small area fell silent. What was he thinking? When was the last time they actually sat down to talk like this, hell, had they _ever_ sat down to talk like this? Hiccup wasn't one to make any sort of social move, maybe he had gained some confidence over the past year? After all, he had grown a lot and not just physically. He was still small in comparison to his father and others like Fishlegs but he had done some maturing. Still cute in any event; she had always thought so but he always seemed shy. Too shy to communicate with anyway.

What did he want? Did he really come all the way out here, in the freezing fog, to convince her to like or accept the dragon lifestyle? What else would he be out here for, not for his health anyway. That leg _had_ to be hurting in the cold. Might as well cut to the chase, why waste any more time?

"So you here to encourage me to like Toothless?"

"You remembered his name." A light chuckle left his lips. "That's a good sign."

"I'm serious." Hea paused and for the first moment since he arrived, turned to look at him.

"No," He answered, her emerald eyes darting off in a different direction. "I can't force you to like Toothless or any other dragon."

What? She narrowed her field of vision at the smaller boy. "Then why are you here? I was sure you'd be out here to either yell at me for last night or persuade me to like dragons."

"I never really forced anyone to like dragons." He said, his right hand clenching to make a fist. "And about last night, I didn't know you were scared of them and-"

"I'm _not_ afraid of dragons." She hissed.

"_Okay_," He paused to correct himself. "I didn't know you disliked them that much, no one told me. I would have left Toothless outside the village if I knew that. Did living here really rub off on you that much?" He asked, finally turning her way.

"What?"

"You hate dragons," He said with a shrug. "You aren't a Viking but you dislike them? I'd say we rubbed off on you."

She felt the edges of her lips begin to curl in a small smile. "I guess so." Why did he have to make her laugh? This was no time to be making jokes! "But you never answered my question," She allowed her smile to fade.

His eyes once again moved away from her. "I wanted to make sure you were okay, and I haven't seen you in a while."

"I'm fine, thank you."

"Did you find what you were looking for?" When had his voice become so soothing?

"Wasn't anything to find out there." She lifted her right hand to her head and ran her fingertips to her brown locks. "It was more like a getaway then an adventure anyway."

Oh shoot, did she just say that? Hea felt her lips snap shut. What the heck? When did she become so open with _anyone_ other than Rye? Then again how long had she been out alone? Maybe she _needed_ someone to talk to. Talking with Bug was fine but she didn't exactly reply with any kind of advice.

"What were you getting away from?"

That _would_ be the next logical question. She took in a deep breath through her nose and held it for a moment. What was she supposed to do, lie? He had never given her a reason to dislike him or find him untrusting so why lie? After all, if there was anyone on Berk, besides Rye, that would understand any kind of trouble, it would be him. How many years did he go being a social outcast? As long as he didn't go blabbing her private information to anyone else, it would be okay, right?

Because Rye didn't need to know, not yet anyway.

Releasing the stale air in her lungs, Hea pushed her body off her stone seat. She stood up straight, back facing the dragon trainer. If she was going to pour her heart out to him, she wouldn't let him see her face. If she started to cry, she wouldn't forgive herself. She couldn't cry in front of a Viking, she'd look pathetic. After what he'd been through, her problems were _nothing_. Why disrespect him by shedding any kind of tear?

"I couldn't stay here after what happened with Rye." She admitted aloud.

"Ah," What sounded like a heavy sigh passed his lips. "I get it. You don't have to get into it if you don't want to."

She froze. Without thinking, she glanced over her shoulder and her eyes landed on him. He sat in the same position, looking at her with sympathy. _Sympathy_. Since when did Vikings feel anything but rage? Anyone else here would have dug at her for an answer and here he sat, willing to end the conversation on the ground that it might make her upset. Would anyone else, besides Rye, give her that kind of respect? And what had she done to deserve or receive that kind of respect? No, she wasn't worthy of such kindness, not after running away.

"I can't stay here now." Her mouth went into motion before she could think about what to say next. "I can't live with dragons."

Turning her chin forward once more, she stared out at the small herd of sheep. What the heck was she doing here? Why was she in this place at this moment, talking to him? There had to be a reason, she came back for a reason, right? She didn't believe in coincidences or flukes. She had survived her journey across different lands and islands and Rye had survived her burns for a something other dumb luck.

"When she got hurt like that, I thought she was going to die for sure." She continued to speak, even if her pride cracked along the way. "Her burns looked so deep and she screamed so much, after a while I thought it might have been easier if she _did_ die. I was sure, if the burns didn't kill her then some kind of infection afterwards would and I was _scared_."

He remained silent.

"I couldn't think about our last conversation or what our last meal would have been. To sit there and watch her suffer wasn't just killing her, it was killing _me._ I couldn't watch it happen, I couldn't watch her die."

What kind of sister would even _think_ those kinds of things about her sibling? How could she be so selfish? When her sister was suffering and possibly dying, all she was worried about was herself. What kind of _person_ did that make her? It didn't make her a great Viking, chef or even sheep herder, it made her a selfish coward.

"So I left."

_I was a coward and I ran away._

"After she was better, I left." She repeated herself in a voice that began to tremble. "I thought that the further away I was from her then the less I would care. I thought that if something happened to her while I was away and I heard about it through a letter it wouldn't hurt so much. If it was through the grapevine, the news would sting like it would to sit there and _watch_ it."

Silence. Now what was he going to think of her? And what if the truth got around to everyone, what would happen then? They would hate her. Hell, she hated it. She wasn't strong enough to take everyone's reactions. If they hated her, it would hurt. She wasn't like _him_, the idea of being called 'useless' or 'a coward' was terrible; worse than a nightmare, only second to losing Rye.

"That's why I can't stay here." Beyond all the pain in her chest she continued, "If there's a chance that she'll get hurt again…I-I can't take that risk. And as long as there are dragons on Berk, there's a _chance_ that she'll get hurt again."

"Will she go with you?"

She stiffened. Again without consent from her mind, she spun around to face Hiccup. His stance changed from moments before, now he sat up straight with both hands placed on the stone beneath him. He stared at her with a kind of seriousness she had not seen before. Like he was actually listening, like he _cared_. Was he judging her? It was too hard to tell but why did her heart tell her 'no'? He had been through a lot, more than she would _ever_ face in a lifetime so he had to understand, right? He was by no means stupid but he was a Viking and Vikings weren't supposed to feel sympathy for others.

Right?

"She's already said she won't come with me." Her dark-colored eyes darted away from the younger male. "But I won't stop trying."

"You were alone for over a year, can't you go on your own?"

"I can't be alone anymore." She released a small sigh. "I was alone for so long and it wasn't easy. It goes against everything I just said but…I need her. More than anyone."

"Hm."

Hea glanced up to see the boy looking away from her. Was he mad? She looked away from him once again, this time turning her attention to the small ball of fluff on the grass. Bug laid with her body curled tight, no doubt snoring the morning and her confession away.

What was she supposed to say now? Was she supposed to apologize for striking Toothless at the party? After all, it wasn't like it was the Night Fury's fault she was so traumatized. Maybe she overreacted but did that warrant an apology? She was scared of dragons, scared of what they could do to a person, scared of what they could do to _her_. It would only take one accident for a dragon to hurt or kill someone she loved. She couldn't handle it if it happened again.

"You know, if you leave Berk there's a chance the next village you go to might have dragons." His voice broke her out of her thoughts. "Do you want me to teach you a few things before you leave?"

Where did this come from? After her lengthy, depressing confession he responds with such a simple question? Was he listening at all?! Maybe she was looking for advice in the wrong place, it wasn't like _Hiccup_ would be great with social interaction. Then again the last year had been 'different'.

"Uh," She paused for a moment. "Like what?"

"The basics." He looked back up at her, this time with a lighter expression. "Maybe then you won't be so scared…" He stopped mid-sentence and cleared his throat, "I mean maybe you won't _hate_ them so much afterward."

The basics? What kind of basics were there? Was he trying to expose her to them in order to make her unafraid and if that was it, why would he take time out of _his_ day to do so? It wasn't like she had ever done anything for him in the past. Maybe he just wanted peace between humans and dragons in general, either way where did it leave her? If exposing her to a dragon would make the fear stop was it worth it?

Okay, she had just poured her heart out to an outcast Viking; something she hadn't even done with her sister and now he wanted her to test the waters with, she assumed, was a Night Fury? Ugh! What did she have to lose?

Shaking any logical thought out of her head she held her breath and spoke. "Fine! I'll do it."

"Good." He nodded his head once. "We can start tomorrow."

"Just you and I?"

"Just you, me and Toothless."

She lifted both hands to chest-level. "I'm not promising anything but if it'll help then I'm going to _try_."

"Okay." He flashed her the smallest hint of a smile.

She could do this, she could _totally_ do this…right? If she could stop those near-panic attack episodes whenever she saw a dragon then maybe things would be smoother. Then if she could show Rye that she wasn't scared any more then she had a better chance at convincing her to leave. No one had to know that she would always be terrified to dragons. As long as she got out of range, that was all that mattered.

Act End.
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Act Seven

Awkward silences were never a good sign, no matter what situation. Sure, they didn't have a whole lot to talk about, but any kind of conversation would be nice. Maybe she could start off with how the past year and a half went or where she had been? Hm, then again if she didn't want to talk, he wasn't going to force her. Also the fact that he was a dragon trainer and she was a dragon hater, didn't stir up much in the ways of conversation.

Best leave the chitchat for the training lesson anyway.

Hiccup sighed to himself as he stepped through the dense woods, Hea not far behind. Hanging over his left shoulder was a large sack full of fresh fish. It was best to get Toothless in a good mood before they started working. All he needed was for the Night Fury to bear his fangs at the terrified girl again.

Because under it all that's what she was, a scared little girl. She could act as tough as she wanted but he knew the truth. He had known the truth even before she actually admitted it. He could see it on her features, the way she looked when she came face to face with Toothless. He'd seen it so many times with the other villagers; he knew fear when he saw it. She didn't have to say anything…

But she did. What possessed her to pour out her heart to him earlier was something he could never guess. Maybe she needed someone to talk to, after all how long had she been alone in her travels? Ah well, it didn't matter why she had told him, all that mattered now was that he needed to teach her how to approach dragons without getting hurt. She couldn't just walk up to any dragon, trained or not, and swat at it. She would end up getting hurt sooner or later that way.

"_And I was _scared_."_

Hiccup inhaled a deep breath of fresh forest air through his nose, while his eyes darted to the right. He could see her out of the corner of his eyes. Was she scared now? Scared like in the moment he was when he first saw Toothless, scared like the way the Night Fury looked back at him? It was simple to explain what being afraid meant but actually feeling it meant so much more. There were so many levels and depths to fear, not to mention the wave of questions that followed with the feeling. What could he say to make the fear go away? What did _he_ do to make the fear vanish?

Back then, he did what he had to. There wasn't any real time to run away or cry, he only acted on the impulse feelings in that moment. And that impulse told him that he couldn't hurt another living being, dragon or not, hurting something that looked _that_ scared didn't deserve to die. Even with all the brutal techniques and lessons he learned with Gobber, actually using his knowledge in battle just seemed…brutal.

Maybe she acted out that night at the party because she was scared. She always seemed like a rash person anyway. After all, Rye had called out to her before the incident with Toothless happened, maybe her older sister knew her younger sis would act out like that? Hm, he had to assume so.

Maybe the feeling of being scared brought out anger in some people. After all, his father wasn't exactly happy about finding out about Toothless. He was so mad that day, the rage he saw in Hea's eyes looked so much like his. When someone's that mad is it even possible to change their opinion? Then again, after a fierce battle and losing his leg, Stoick the Vast, his dad, had accepted it. Who would have guessed? If there was hope for his dad then there was defiantly hope for her.

It was just gonna take some time.

If there was a chance he could make things more peaceful on Berk, he was going to jump at it. Besides, if hating dragons made Hea an outsider, then he would make every effort to change it. No one needed to know what it felt like to be an outcast. If he could save her the hurt of rejection from the Viking community then he wouldn't hesitate.

The dragon trainer felt his feet come to a stop, almost as if it were instinct. He lifted his chin and squinted his eyes as he watched the midday sunlight peer through the trees. Ah, the cove it was about time. He'd had just about enough of the silence. Maybe if he got her to open up, she'd start to talk. Then again, girls were always a mystery. Astrid opened up though, pretty easily too; so maybe Hea would too?

"We're here." He said as the sounds of her footsteps came to a halt.

"Here?" She whispered, appearing at his side with a set of wide eyes.

"Yep." He nodded a single time. "This is the cove where I found Toothless trapped."

Hea took a few steps ahead of him and gazed down at the small grassy area. What was she thinking? No doubt Rye had filled the young cook in on everything that had happened while she was gone. But how much did she really know? He couldn't be sure, he'd just have to act as if she knew everything and if any questions followed, he'd be there to answer them.

"It's a steep drop to the bottom." She spoke with hesitation, taking a single step backward.

"It's not as bad as it looks." He exhaled. "Well, come on then."

With the bag secured over his shoulder, he stepped forward and couched down against the stone's edge of the cove. With a gentle push he moved his prostatic leg out ward and slowly made his descent down the wall. Ugh, this part was never easy, even with two legs. Ah well, might as well get it done and over with right?

As both feet hit the bottom of the grassy glade, he placed the large woven drum on the ground and looked back up. There he saw a very uncoordinated Hea making her way down the stony ledge. He watched as she clutched the rock with her hands, as if her nails were some sort of claws to help her stay in place. One jerky movement after the other and she dropped to the floor with both feet. At least she didn't fall, maybe she'd have an easier time getting up the ledge then she did coming down.

After taking a moment to dust off her clothing, Hea looked back to him. "Was it a bad idea to tell you now that I have no upper body strength?"

He cocked a brow. "Okay, what does that have to do with anything?"

"I'm pretty sure I won't be lifting myself back up that wall." She spoke in a tone _way_ too calm for what she had just said.

Wonderful, there went the thought that she'd be more graceful going up than coming down. Hiccup grunted and lifted his left hand to his face. He proceeded to run his fingertips through his brown locks before speaking. "We'll figure something out."

"So," The female cleared her throat, no doubt feeling anxious. "Where is he?"

Hm, she was actually referring Toothless as 'he' rather than 'it'? That was a step in the right direction. Maybe it wouldn't take that long after all, then again his luck always had a habit of changing in a minute. Ah well, things would work out somehow.

"He's around. He's probably heard us already." Hiccup turned his eyes away from her and moved deeper into the cove.

"Y-you think so?" For the first time he heard her voice take on a trembling, shaking pitch. So she was scared.

"Don't worry," Hiccup continued, as he moved toward his large bag. "If he hasn't hurt me yet, he won't hurt you, I promise."

"Hmm…" Still sounding unsure, the sound her of shifting clothing left him to assume that she scoping out the area. "You know I've been nipped by Bug before, does _he_ nip too?"

As he bent over to open the oversized satchel, he felt a small smile tug at his lips. She sounded like a kid! Was this how she was all the time, behind closed doors when she was alone with her sister? In the few years he knew _of_ her, he had always seen her as any typical female someone would find on Berk: a headstrong, alpha female that was more than willing to do any job a man could do. But here she was, scared like an actual human.

"I still have all ten fingers." He replied as his hands found the latch to the bag. "Contrary to your beliefs, dragons eat fish not people."

"Tastes change, you know." He could almost _feel_ her shutter. "After eating a few plump Vikings, a dragon could change eating habits."

After unlatching the bag, he wasted no time in flipping open the lid to the large woven container. "You'll be fine, just listen to everything I say." He stood up straight once again and glanced over his shoulder to see the female standing with her arms crossed over her chest. "You didn't bring any weapons like I asked you not to, right?"

Hea's wide and glassy eyes stopped scanning the area for a brief moment and she settled her vision on him. "No weapons." She said with a small shake of her head.

"Good." He nodded.

"You know I feel really uncomfortable-"

Before the older woman could speak any further the sound of rustling bushes and crunching gravel silenced her. Ah, there he was, it was about time he showed up! Hiccup faced forward to see the large Night Fury emerging from a row of thick brush. The dragon's nostril's twitched with each step forward, no doubt smelling the meal of fish he had brought. The young trainer stepped away from the container and approached the reptile with a smile.

"Toothless," He said stepping to one side, "This is Hea."

Hiccup watched as the dragon's large green eyes moved away from him and landed on the tall female about ten feet away. The moment girl and beast locked gazes, the beast tensed. With all of his muscles tight and stiff, Toothless laid his ears flat on his head and began to curl his lip.

It was only logical to expect Toothless to be on edge whenever _she_ came around, after all, she had hit him two nights earlier. Ah well, it was time to mend their strained relationship.

"Hea," Hiccup placed his right hand on Toothless' head. "This is Toothless."

He looked to see the shaken female still fearful. Just as Toothless had tightened his body, it appeared as if she had done the same. With her hands clenched to her chest, she looked as if her breathing had picked up in pace. A small trickle of sweat moved down the side of her face while her eyes were large and dilated to the fullest extent.

"First," He spoke in a firm tone, even if she looked like she was about to turn tail and run. "Show him that you're unarmed."

She hesitated at first. Her eyes darted from the dragon and over to him. She watched him with the same look he'd seen in Astrid's face the first time he asked the blonde to ride Toothless. It was obvious that she was scared but was she beginning to panic? Was that sense of 'fight or flight' kicking in and making her heart race?

Either way, she soon complimented his request by spreading her arms out to her sides. After showing Toothless she held nothing in her hands, she lifted her pelt jacket off of her shoulders and tossed it aside. Showing off her small sleeveless shirt and basic pants, she turned a single time to show she held no weapons behind her back.

Hiccup glanced down to the dragon to see that the reptile still held strong. With his eyes watching every inch of movement on the female's side, his muscles began to relax. Beneath his fingertips he could feel Toothless begin to settle down, that was a good sign.

"Good." He smiled down at his partner.

"He looks like he's going to tear me apart."

He flinched to the sound of her deep voice. Removing his attention from his best friend, Hiccup looked back to the nervous girl. At this point her hands had returned to her chest while her jaw seemed clenched. While Toothless had begun to relax his stiff body, she remained tense.

But it was time for phase two. "Okay." His voice caught her eye, forcing her to lock gazes with him. "Don't make any sudden movements and try not to make too much serious eye contact."

She gulped.

The trainer removed himself from his pet and stepped toward the large woven barrel of food he had brought along. He then reached down into the container and brought out a fish into the midday light.

"Hold out both hands flat." He looked at the female.

Hea was quick to part her lips and arch her right brow. But she did as he requested. She moved both hands outward and flipped her hands over so her palms were exposed. Without a word or even a glance, he stepped toward her and placed the slimy creature in her hands. She flinched upon contact and curled her upper lip in the slightest manner. So she wasn't a big fan of fish? Eh, he couldn't blame her, he wasn't either.

_Here goes nothing._

"Okay," Hiccup took a few steps away from her. "Toothless is going to eat out of your hands. Just stay calm and don't make any sudden, jerky movements."

"Wait," She clenched her fingers around the cold fish. "This is too much," She said in a hasty tone. "I don't want him that close yet!"

He approached her for the second time, retracing the back steps he had taken seconds earlier and lifted his arms to her. He placed his hand over the fish and looked her straight in the eye. "I know what I'm doing. Now relax your hands and keep your palms flat, okay?"

"But!"

"You'll do fine, just remember everything I told you just now."

Her brows flipped upside down and her parted lips began to close. She took in a single breath through her nose and held it. Moments later and one by one, her fingers straightened out until she had done what he'd asked of her. Her body remained frozen over with fear but he couldn't wait forever. Once she saw that up close Toothless was nothing to be afraid of, her fear would disappear. The sooner, the better.

He glanced over his shoulder to see his partner waiting, his mouth watering with hunger. At least _he_ seemed excited. Hiccup pulled himself away from Hea and stepped backward once again. "Toothless," He said in a soft tone, "Go ahead."

The Night Fury wasted no time in approaching the quivering girl. With eyes now wide and seemingly fixated on the fish in her hands, he walked with little hesitation. The dragon's tongue slipped over his lips the closer he came, geez how hungry was he? Once the distance between woman and dragon came to a close, Hiccup lifted his hand into the air, signaling Toothless to stop. Doing as he was told, the reptile stopped mid-step and plopped down on the floor in a seated position.

"Now," He looked back to Hea. "Move your arms out to him."

The deep breath she had held the moment he stepped toward her released in a small whisper of a sigh. She pulled in her bottom lip and began to bite it as her eyes darted away from both him and his dragon. She moved her arms outward almost as if it hurt. Once her limbs were extended as far as possible, she completely turned her chin away from Toothless and again held her breath.

"Toothless," Hiccup turned to his partner, "Slowly."

The dragon glanced his way for a short moment, almost in question then he looked back to the fish. Doing as instructed, he moved his head toward Hea's hand in slow motion. Almost as if he were still cautious of her, he watched her eyes with extreme concentration. Gaze darting from her face back down to the fish, he moved closer and closer until he was just inches away from her hands. Toothless parted his lips in the slightest manner after closing the distance between them.

The sound of Hea exhaling caught Hiccup's attention. He glanced her way for a moment to see her chest moving up and down in a rapid manner. Was she panicking? She had her whole bottom lip beneath her front teeth as her arms began to shake beneath the pressure. A gasp left body as if she were anticipating Toothless' touch, hopefully this would all turn out all right.

All he needed was another outburst like that night at the party.

Hiccup returned his eyes to his dragon. He watched as Toothless stuck out his bright pink tongue and inch or two. His green eyes still darting from girl to fish, he moved in just enough for his tongue to touch the scales of his meal. He licked a single time and pulled his muscle back into his mouth. Still watching Hea for any sudden movement, the dragon licked his lips and went in for a second tasting.

His muscle snaked out once again, this time faster and what seemed was more trust. With little hesitation this time around, he pressed his tongue against the base of the fish and to top of Hea's palm. The moment his tongue touched her skin, she flinched _hard_.

Squealing as if she had been burnt by a hot skillet, she dropped the fish and tore her body away from Toothless. She jerked backward and took a few clumsy, fumbling steps rearward all the while her arms flying back and forth. As she ran _backward_, her right ankle caught on the large woven satchel he had brought with him. She screamed again, no doubt feeling another strange sensation against her body, and kicked hard enough to fall backward onto the grass.

As she tumbled back, the large bag toppled over with her, spilling the large amount of dead fish onto the ground. Not wasting a second or a single fish, Toothless leapt forward and began to devour the food on the floor.

"Wow," Hiccup crossed his arms over his chest. "He was pretty hungry."

The sound of her heavy breathing forced him to look at her. Hea was on the floor, kicking her body even further away from Toothless. Her face had gone pale with fear while multiple drops of sweat rolled down the side of her temple.

"Not bad." He said with a smirk. "You're doing better than I thought."

Act End.
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"Well, seeing as there's no fish left, I guess we have to leave feeding until next time."

Next time?! As if there'd be a _next time_! This was enough; there was no way she'd ever get near another dragon! That Night Fury nearly chomped off her hand! Didn't he know what would happen if she lost a hand? She'd go nuts, she couldn't live like Gobber! Ugh!

She could feel her lungs burning from the rapid breathing while her left calf cramped in a way she'd never felt before. That was also going without mentioning the slimy, sticky dragon drool all over her hands. Eh. Hea glanced down at her right hand and began to wipe her hand on the grass. It wasn't as nice as a towel but it would do for now.

_No amount of soap will get me clean enough!_

"Are you okay?"

The sound of Hiccup's voice forced her to glance upward. She watched as the younger boy looked at her with a small smile. What could possibly be funny at a time like this?! Oh and his sarcasm wasn't helping! _Doing better than he thought_? Real funny. Then he had the nerve to ask if she was okay, like he cared or something. Hea forced her bottom lip outward and shot him her best scowl.

"He was gonna eat me!"

His smile vanished. "That's dramatic."

"He was _tasting_ me." She shuttered, finally removing her semi-dry hands from the grass.

"He licked you," Hiccup moved his right hand to his hip. "I told you to stay still."

"I was scared!" She whined back and clenched her hands together in front of her chest. Oh man did she just use the word 'scared'? Ugh, great. "I mean I wasn't really _scared_ per say…more like startled." Hea corrected herself with a nervous giggle. "You know what I meant."

"Sure, sure." He moved his left arm out toward her.

Ah what was the use? It was obvious that she was scared! Anyone with eyes and ears knew she was afraid of dragons, hell the whole island knew! What was the point in hiding it? Here she was being schooled in the 'ways of the dragon' and she was still ready to turn tail and run off like some kind of kid. She knew, Hiccup knew and that little black rat probably knew! And after that confession the other day, why hide anything from the trainer? After all, he had sat and listened to her most private of problems without any judgment, might as well throw all of her pride to the side.

Hea glanced up at the boy to see his offer still standing. With a small defeated sigh she took his hand within her own and with his help, pulled herself off the ground. After finding her footing she looked down to her dusted clothing. Wonderful, another thing to be embarrassed about. No point in cleaning herself up now, she already looked like a loser.

"Thanks." She looked to him with a frown.

"You said Bug had nipped you before." Hiccup spoke without any kind of hesitation. "Did that happen when she was a pup when you first met?"

Her brow lifted. "Yeah, why?"

"Okay." He nodded. "I'm guessing when she was little she was pretty untrusting right? It took her some time to get used to you?"

So, he _wasn't_ going to answer her first question? Whatever. "Of course," She answered regardless of her mental ranting. "She had just been weaned from her mother and was confused without her around. So?"

"Dragons only attack when provoked." He said in a simple tone, his eyes moving away from her and onto his partner. "And for hundreds of years they've been killed by Vikings for reasons _other_ than food. Don't you think that's reason enough to be cautious?"

What? How could he compare dragons with dogs? Dogs were domesticated, trained and bred for companionship. How could the two possibly be the same? There was no way Bug was anything like Toothless. Dragons were wild animals! Her small Pomeranian was an angel compared to a Night Fury, not to mention Bug didn't have the ability to spit fire on command!

But…

"_Dragons only attack when provoked."_

"_They had to bring food back to Red Death, or they'd all die."_

Rye had said that but was it true? Could that 'queen bee' of dragons really be that powerful, enough to control every other dragon within distance? It had to be true, Rye wouldn't lie to her. Besides if the whole village, including Stoick, said it was true, who was she to say it was a lie? She wasn't there and she didn't experience it. She had to believe in what Rye told her, her best friend and sister wouldn't make up a story like that. After all, before the whole incident went down, Rye didn't care for dragons either. Something had to change her mind. Was that 'something' Toothless?

"You wouldn't approach a feral dog by hitting it, would you?" Hiccup looked in her direction once again, this time with a look of seriousness and sternness she'd only seen in his father's eyes.

"No…"

"Then what makes a dragon any different?"

"I…" Hea moved her cocoa-colored eyes away from him. What was she supposed to say? She was wrong, she knew that now. But she didn't need him to cram the info and her failure down her throat! "I don't know…"

Had she really been wrong all this time?

"Untrained dragons are on edge all the time. They're afraid of being hurt or killed."

So that day when Rye brought Bug home in that small knitted blanket, that fear that little pup was feeling, Toothless and experienced that fear his whole life? That first night the small Pomeranian was home and the nip that broke the skin on her bottom lip was only a result of the pressure she had been feeling and it was that feeling that drove dragons and Vikings to fight for hundreds of years. It all came down to one simple emotion.

Ironic enough, it was that same simple feeling that led her to hate dragons.

"I…" Hea bright her hands to clench the fabric around her beating heart. "I didn't know… I…"

"No one did."

Her eyes were immediately drawn back to him. By this time his facial features had begun to relax. His brows lifted while his eyes seemed to soften. Why hadn't he told her this sooner? He could have told her all these things the morning he came to her when she was taking care of the sheep but he didn't. He could have called her out so much earlier but instead he _listened_ to what she had to say.

Did he wait on purpose? Did he wait until she was face to face with Toothless to tell her that she was wrong? Hell, he had even said she was wrong; all he did was explain things to her and give her facts. Instead of telling her she was misguided he _showed_ her the truth.

But even if she was wrong about dragons all together, that didn't mean the fear would just disappear.

"I understand." She said. It was the only thing she could think of to say.

Did she have the courage to admit, in this moment, that she was wrong?

_No._

"Anyway!" Hiccup's change in tone caught her off guard. "There is something else you should know about dragons. It's all about confidence."

Confidence? Hea lifted a brow. "Okay…"

"You have to let them know that you aren't nervous. Stand strong." He said, lifting his balled left fist to chest-level. "Like I said, dragons, especially untrained ones, are on edge already so they need a confident person to let them know they're safe."

"Let's face it, Hiccup, I'm still scared." She admitted with a heavy sigh. "No matter what, I'll always be scared, what can I do if I'm afraid?"

"We're working on it." He managed to flash her a small smile. "Come on, let's try again."

How could he be so positive? Even when she was being depressing, he always changed the subject and managing to make her smile, inwardly anyway. He seemed so sure of himself, was it that kind of confidence that allowed Toothless to be trained? This confidence, it had to be what made Hiccup the young man she was talking to. He would have never acted this way before, _something_ had to have changed. And for the better at that.

"Okay," He looked to the Night Fury. "Toothless, are you finished?"

As if on cue, Hea moved her attention away from the boy and turned to his pet. The young dragon lifted his face from the floor, leaving a wake of fish heads and tails sprawled out in front of him. Toothless turned to the sound of his name and looked to his owner with a set of wide eyes. Once every second or so, his bright pink tongue would slither out and run over his lips. He liked his meal, obviously.

"All right," Hiccup glanced over his shoulder, eyes landing on her. "I'm going to have you touch him."

"What?" She gasped for air as the question left her lips. "But-"

"You can do it." He narrowed his stare. "If Tuff can, you can."

That was true, but not only for Tuff but for the rest of the gang. Even Fishlegs had gotten over his fear of dragons, but did that mean she could to? If a group of teens _younger_ than her could grow so used to dragons that they all had their own pet, what could _she_ do?

Before any terrifying thought could enter her mind, she moved forward, _toward_ Toothless. "Fine!"

"Don't make any sudden movements, okay?" He spoke as she arrived at his side. "Now, move your arm out."

She gulped and lifted her right arm to her chest. "I'm scared…" She whispered under her breath, while she winced.

"It's no different than petting a strange dog." He leaned into her and muttered in a soft tone. "Act like you would if Toothless wasn't a dragon."

If that got her through this moment without having her hand chopped off, then she was going to stick by his advice. If he was still alive and kicking because he used the same techniques he was teaching her now, then it had to work. He wouldn't steer her wrong, would he?

_Like I'm petting a dog. I can do this._

She took in a single, silent breath through her nose and held it. Biting down on her bottom lip she moved her hand forward. In a motion that felt almost achingly slow, her arm crept further toward the Night Fury. If she was going to treat Toothless like a dog, then she was going to go all out. Once her arm was stretched out enough, she flipped her arm over, until her wrist was exposed. A dog needed to smell a new person before anyone could pet it, right? She had to let Toothless take in her scent before she made any further moves.

Through her narrowed stare, she watched as the black dragon moved closer, inch by inch. With his ears laid back and his eyes wide and dilated with what seemed to be curiosity and hesitation, he stopped once centimeters away from her hand. His nostrils began to twitch and the sensation of air moving above her fingers made goosebumps shoot up her arm.

After a few moments of silent sniffing. The dragon's ears moved back into their proper position. His dazzling green eyes moved from her hand to her face. He looked at her, almost like he was reading her soul. Was he looking for that confidence that Hiccup had talked about, or maybe he was waiting for her to make a sudden jerk like she had minutes before? Either way he stayed still.

"You can touch him now."

Her wrist spun around once again in the slowest movement possible. After her fingertips were pointed in his direction, she extended them out. After her digits became stiff with fear, she held still. The air in her lungs becoming stale, she shut her eyes and waited. What was she waiting for? She needed to do this, if not for herself then for her sister. Rye deserved a chance. If her best friend wanted her to try, she was going to try. She had to trust in Rye's belief in her. Her family would not steer her wrong.

"_Then stay."_

Finally allowing the air caught in her chest to release, Hea exhaled and moved her hand the last necessary inch until her fingertips came into contact with Toothless' snout. The warmth of his body relaxed her digits enough to where she placed her entire hand on his face. He was warm, how could he be warm? He was a reptile, wasn't he? Maybe he had been in the sun before they came to the glade.

He did not flinch or stiffen under her touch. How could a creature be this calm even after being struck by the same person in earlier days? Was this really what it was like to train a dragon? To have a dragon understand and be gentle with another person, it sounded so impossible at first but here she was, _touching_ a Night Fury. In the end, Rye was right; Hiccup had done the impossible, he had tamed a wild beast.

Her eyes fluttered open seconds later. The first thing to meet her gaze was the image of her hand laying on the reptile's nose. All five fingers spread out, it almost looked _normal_ to be touching a dragon. She pulled her stare away from her hand and glanced upward. Two giant green eyes stared back at her, not with hate or fear but with innocence.

She slowly pulled her arm away from the Night Fury while taking a shallow breath of air. The dragon pulled away just the same and relaxed back in his previous position. As she took her arm back toward her chest, she flipped her hand over and stared at her palm. For a brief moment she had connected with a beast she had always hated before. How was she able to muster enough courage to pull this one off? To actually touch the one thing that scared her more than anything…it was a miracle. Who did she have to thank for this turn around?

"_You can do it."_

"_He won't hurt you, I promise."_

She turned to the left. A different pair of green eyes stared back at her this time. Hea looked at Hiccup with her lips parted and brows arched to the top of her forehead. He did this, he helped her do all of this. He had gone out of his way to teach her the 'basics' and he ended up changing her mind about dragons completely. How could _one boy_ make her change? But it hadn't only happened to her, he, alone, had changed an entire village of Vikings…for the better.

She wasn't cured completely but it sure was one hell of a start.

"It's getting late, we should turn in." His eyes moved away from her.

"Okay." Hea stepped toward her grizzly pelt she had dropped earlier and plucked it off the dirt. She slipped the thick cloth over her shoulders and looked back to the silent male.

Hiccup paused for a moment, his eyes still focused on some distant object, and sighed. His eyes were half-lidded and his fists clenched tight. What was he thinking? He wasn't…mad, was he? What did he have to be mad about? He had just changed her way of thinking and possibly made her a _better_ person and here he was looking upset. Did she say something to make him disappointed or maybe she had triggered a bad memory in the moments that just transpired? Either way, he seemed focused _elsewhere_.

Why the hell did she care so much about _his_ emotions? Sure he was kind, cute and shy but that didn't mean she had to invest any feelings in him…did she?

_Ugh, stop thinking so much!_

"Let's get going then."

Before she could respond, she watched as the younger male broke away from her and stepped toward Toothless. What the heck? The moment the trainer arrived beside the dragon, the reptile stood up on all fours and bent his knees. Hiccup reached up to Toothless' back and began to fiddle around with the saddle.

"What…are you doing?" She asked.

"You've never ridden a dragon before." He finally turned her way. "It's time you started. Everyone else has."

Her jaw dropped. "What?! No, no way. I can't."

"Sure you can."

"No, no!" She shook her head back and forth. "I just touched him for the first time, I can't just jump on his back! Besides, I'm still scared, Hiccup."

"The best way to face your fears is to tackle them head on." A small smirk tugged at the ends of his lips.

Gah, did he learn that from his 'wise' father or what? "Look, I just want to get home in _one piece_, okay? I'm not ready for this."

"This is the fastest way." His smirk dropped to a frown. "You don't want to be late, you have the sheep to look after."

Did he have to rub salt into her wound? The fact that he was right was also a low blow to her strong pride. How dare he fight her with logic and truth! It totally went against everything she stood for, even if she was wrong. Gah! It also didn't help that she _forgot_ to tell Rye exactly what she was doing while she was out with him. Her older sister was probably throwing a fit right about now. Why did he have to be right?

"Just how high is he gonna fly?" Her voice cracked as the knot in her stomach tightened.

"High enough," He said with a shrug. "We have to be above the trees."

Hea pulled her eyes away from the Viking and turned her chin upward. Her eyes moved from the floor and up the trunk of a rather large tree. Up and up, it seemed to go on forever! When did trees get so tall?! It was unnatural for something that old to be so big. What the heck was she gonna do in the air, _that_ high up from the ground? Was now a good time to tell him that she had a fear of heights?

She turned back to Hiccup while her knees quivered. "Um, I kinda have a fear of heights…"

His right brow arched. "Is there anything you aren't afraid of?"

Her muscles became loose in an instant. The moment the question left his lips, her bottom lip poked out in her best pout and her arms strapped over her bust. "Not funny."

"Okay, okay." He looked away from her. "It'll be fine. We won't go any higher than the trees, all right?"

She inhaled a deep breath of air via her parted lips. She turned her attention away from both boy and dragon and looked up into the sky. It _was_ later than she originally thought it would be. Plus, he was giving her his word, and she trusted him before. He promised before that she'd be fine; this time wouldn't be any different, would it?

"Everything will be okay?" She asked, her eyes finding their way back to the young trainer. "Promise?"

His emerald green eyes flickered in her direction and for the shortest moment they locked gazes. "Promise."

"Fine!" She threw both hands into the air. "I've already fed and touched a dragon, why not ride one? But," Her left arm dropped to her side while her right arm stood at chest-level, her index finger lifted. "If I tell you to stop, you hafta do it, okay?"

"Got it."

"Let's go then." Shaking her head and dropping her arm, she stepped toward the boy.

"For someone who hates dragons, you seem eager."

"I just don't want to think about it," Hea sighed just as she arrived at his side. "The more I think about it, the worse it is. Now," She gulped. "How do you get on him?"

"Here," Hiccup moved in and placed both hands on the dragon's back. "Watch me."

Doing as he requested in silence, she watched as the small, slender boy placed his prosthetic foot in the pedal at Toothless' side. Once secured in the proper place, he hoisted his body upward. Once high enough, he swung his left leg over the torso of the dragon. He took a moment or two to adjust himself before he looked back at her.

"Ready?"

_I hope so._

Hea felt her stomach drop before she inched closer to the Night Fury. Hands and legs shaking she reached out to the reptile. Her fingertips touched his scaly skin and for a moment, her breathing hitched. Ugh, not only was she terrified of dragons but now she had to face her fear of heights too? This wasn't her day! How could her normal life turn so upside down within a few days?!

"Rye's done it."

What? Hea tore her eyes away from Toothless and looked upward. There she saw Hiccup staring down at her with another look of seriousness. What the heck was he talking about? She felt her heart pound in her chest and her legs trembling to the point of numbness. Her head was flying with all sorts of thoughts, so why could she just ask him 'what'? Why did she have to be so nervous?!

"Rye's ridden a dragon."

Wait was he referring to…?

"_It's time you started. Everyone else has."_

She had? When, how and with who? Had he taught Rye how to ride a dragon the way he was teaching her now? Did he have to go as slow with her sister as he had to with her? Was he this gentle with Rye?

"She…has?"

When he said 'everyone', he _really _meant everyone. He didn't just mean his newly found friends, he meant _everyone_. Did that mean it was really her time? He had said it was time but did he mean it? Why the heck would he go out of his way to make sure she wasn't scared anymore? What had she done to deserve that kind of kindness?

"Yeah." He pulled his right arm away from his pet and extended his open palm to her. "Come on."

Beyond all the shaking and quivering sensations in her arms and legs, she pulled forward. Just as he had, she moved her right arm out until her fingers extended all the way out. The distance between the couple closed and soon she felt the warmth of his touch against her own. The moment her hand fell into his, he clenched his palm. She repeated his action and clasped to him. This was the moment, she could do this.

With his help, she pulled her body upward until she was high enough on the animal to move her left leg over his body. She released Hiccup's hand and with both legs secured over Toothless, she settled into her seat. A burning pain in her thighs caused the cook to wince. What the? She looked downward to see her legs spread further apart than she thought they'd be. She'd heard riding horses could be painful for beginners but this was nuts!

"This hurts!" She grunted. "How do you deal with this?"

He glanced over his shoulder. "You'll get used to it."

She hummed to herself before trying her best to find a comfortable adjustment. Ugh, how could she 'get used to it'? Then again, saying that 'she'd get used to it' implied that she'd be doing this again. What was she supposed to say to that? He was so sure that she'd come back for more! Sure, she might think of dragons differently now but that didn't mean she was gonna stick around to get used to them!

She was still scared.

"Ready?"

"No," She huffed. "But let's go, it's getting late."

He faced forward and with one shrug of his shoulders spoke, "Toothless, let's get out of here."

The dragon let out a small grunt before spreading his large, black wings outward. Hea swallowed the spit that had gathered in her mouth and tensed. Ugh, this was nuts! And what was she supposed to be doing anyway, did she hold onto Hiccup or something? That was the only logical thought but with her mind racing with all sorts of terrifying thoughts, it was a bit hard to keep track.

_Deep breaths, you can do this. You've been through worse…right?_

She shut her eyes and gripped to her pants. She had to keep her eyes closed, it would be easier that way! All she needed to do was hold still and listen, nothing bad would happen if she wasn't watching. If she didn't see any danger then she would be scared. Simple as that!

The sound of Toothless' wings flapping a single time caused her to flinch. The air that moved through her hair was strong, how powerful was this dragon anyway? She couldn't think of that, she had to concentrate on listening. The second set of flapping wings sent goosebumps up her arms and forced her to tighten all of her muscles.

_Just listen, just listen!_

A roar ripped through the Night Fury and echoed through the dense forest. The unexpected sound made the tense female to lunge forward. She wrapped her arms around Hiccup's torso and gripped. She proceeded to bury her nose into his back while she released a small, muffled whimper into his shirt. The boy flinched upon contact but soon she felt his body relax against her grasp.

"You okay?" He asked, as Toothless' continued to flap his wings.

"No!" She shook her head, while her face was still in his back. "I'm scared!"

"You want off?"

What was the point? She was already on the flying rat, why not just make her day worse? "No, let's just go! I don't want to wait anymore!"

"You heard her, Toothless."

Even with her eyes closed and face buried in his back she could feel the wind around her body begin to move faster while the feeling of anything solid under feet faded away. Were they in the air? She tightened her hold on the trainer, almost as if he were some kind of blanket she held during the night. They were in the air, she could _feel _it.

"Hea, I need to breathe." Hiccup's back shifted a bit, as if he were looking back at her. "Can you loosen it up?"

She felt her fingers begin to relax. She turned her head to the right and released a small sigh. The death grip she had on the younger male had come undone but the sensation of the wind whistling passed her ears only grew. The chill from the air that shot through them made her shiver, how high were they? Was it always like this when he flew on Toothless?

_Where are we, are we almost home?_

She felt her eyes begin to flutter open. She just needed a peek, just to know where they were, they had to be halfway home by now, right? A bright baby blue sky was blurred at first sight but soon the white smudges cleared up and formed into clouds. Okay, there was sky but that didn't tell her where they were? Hea managed to pull the side of her face away from Hiccup's body. As she sat up straight she moved her eyes away from the cloudy sky and she looked downward. What seemed to be an endless supply of trees and greenery made her stomach drop. They weren't passed the forest yet? Gah! No way!

"Are we almost there?" She asked, her eyes moving from left to right.

"We just took off." Hiccup said without looking back. "It won't be long."

Great. Whenever Rye said things wouldn't take long, she had to wait forever! She couldn't do this! She had to think of something else, she had to pretend she was somewhere else. Then again the loud whistling wind and chill was hard to ignore. Even _with_ her eyes shut, she could still feel the lack of stability she had taken for granted when she had two feet on the ground.

Hea looked over the side of Toothless, how high up were they, was Hiccup keeping his promise? As she peeked the wind pressure that was being held back by the trainer's small body hit her full on. She winced as the wind made her eyes water and close shut before pulling backward. After she was safe behind Hiccup, she reopened her teary eyes, only to have the windy world around her spin.

Why the heck was she dizzy and even more so, why was there so much spit on her tongue?

The urge to swallow the spit in her mouth came but as she tried she felt her throat constrict. Ugh, what now? Before trying again to swallow, she shook her head from side to side. She had to get a hold of herself! The moment her head stopped shaking, she felt the world spin upside down. What the heck? Had Toothless flipped or something?

Removing her right hand from Hiccup's body, she moved her fingers to her face. A drop of cold sweat rolled down her temple. What the? When had she got so tired and why did it feel like her head was about to fly off her shoulders?

The knot in the pit of her stomach began to move up her until it was resting just under her rip cage. Ugh, why was her stomach acting up now? She could almost taste her lunch on the back of her tongue. No, no way. There was _no way_ she was feeling nauseous now. As the lump of saliva in the back of her mouth moved backward, she felt a burning sensation travel up the back of her throat.

"I need to get down!" She shouted.

"What?" Hiccup looked backward.

"Down! NOW!"

"Toothless, down!" He called out to his partner.

And taking his order directly and without hesitation, the dragon made a nose dive for the ground. She could feel the pressure from the descent make her body move backwards. Did it actually feel worse going down than it did to just stay going forward? No frikkin' way. As if on cue, her right hand wrapped around her mouth. She felt herself dry heave a single time, all the while she tugged at Hiccup's clothing.

_This cannot be happening!_

A sudden drop to the floor caused her to move her hand away from her mouth and look down. The wind had stopped running through her ear while the lovely image of brown dirt came into view. With one swift jerk, she moved both legs over one side of Toothless and dropped to the floor. Trying her best to balance on both feet, she toppled left and right until her knees hit the ground.

Once again the urge to throw up caused the dizzy girl to dry heave. Still clasping her lips she coughed and whimpered, there was no way she was going to puke here! She hadn't puked in _years_ and she was _not_ gonna break her record!

"Yeah, you're throwing up." Hiccup's voice did little to calm her nerves.

"I'm not gonna…" She spoke between her fingers.

"You get air sick, huh?"

Wasn't that much obvious? Hea pulled her hand away from her mouth, and huffed. She moved both open hands to the grass and waited. All while breathing as if she'd been running, she held her eyes shut and tried to calm her senses. She wasn't gonna throw up, not here and not now!

She could still feel the lump of phlegm and spit on the back of her tongue. Ugh, she had to get rid of it! With what little energy she had left, she hacked up the large bundle of mucus. After she was finished she allowed herself to sit up straight. Once up and more relaxed she allowed her eyes to open. Her right arm lifted and with the back of her forearm, she proceeded to wipe away any spit that remained on her mouth.

"Never again," She said, giving him a lethargic glare. "Never again."

Act End.


	9. Act Nine

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Nine

How could she feel like she was going to die one second and twenty minutes later feel perfectly fine again? Was that normal with air sickness? Whatever, as long as she wasn't puking her brains out or falling down from vertigo that was fine. Sure, the first few minutes were _pure torture _but after getting her second wind, things certainly were looking up! At least Hiccup kept his promise to bring her down when she asked. That meant she could trust him and anyone she could trust was more than welcome.

Did that meant she trusted Toothless yet? Not in the slightest but she was getting there. If Hiccup trusted the Night Fury with his life, then she could learn to adjust, couldn't she? Things had gone well enough in the past few hours; at least that flying rat didn't try to nip at her. He even had the chance to flip her off his back but he obeyed his master and behaved! And there was the cute factor helping him, those giant green eyes were hard to resist.

Either way, this whole day was tiring. All these life changing thoughts were a mental workout! The idea of a warm cozy bed and long nap felt like the reward she earned from her long day. Just as Toothless had behaved himself, she had watched her manners and did everything she was told, didn't that mean she deserved something?

"_You don't want to be late; you have the sheep to look after." _

And then there was _that_. Wonderful, just what she needed, to work graveyard shift after busting her butt with a dragon. Ah well, it was a job right? At least she had one. Maybe if a nap wasn't in order after her hard day, she could look forward to something else. Something _sweet_. After all, she _had_ baked a few sweet scones the day before _and _her appetite had come back will full force! Hm, the sheep wouldn't mind much if she brought along a nice large sack of blueberry scones! A nice little late night snack was just what she needed!

Hea walked into the village with a long sigh. At her side Hiccup walked with his head upright, something she was no used to seeing. Since when did Hiccup-the-useless walk with his head held high with pride? Then again, he had a lot to be proud of! He saved more lives then he'll ever know. Behind them the Night Fury trotted along in silence not that she expected _him_ to say anything…

"You need help with the sheep?"

The sudden question caught her off guard but she stiffened at the sound of Hiccup's voice and looked to him with a smile. "Nah, I got it."

Why did he hafta ask if she needed help like he was gonna give it? He couldn't be _that_ sweet! No one on Berk was! Besides, it wasn't like sheep herding was a huge deal or anything, it was pretty dull. Add to the fact that he'd already helped her all day long with the dragon 'basics'.

How was she supposed to repay him for that anyway? After insulting his partner the way she had at the party, saying all those terrible things, he still went out of his way to help her. A simple thanks didn't do much, not with all he did for her. Damn, she hadn't even said thanks yet, had she? How rude could one person get?! But was saying 'thanks' admitting that she was wrong? She knew it and he knew it so did it need to be said out loud?

_You're being a baby!_

"Uh, Hiccup?"

The boy flinched at the sound of his name on her tongue. "Yeah?"

"Thanks." Hea turned her eyes away from him and looked down at her moving feet.

"I know sheep herding has to be boring," He said, obviously referring to the question he had asked her seconds before. "I thought you might want someone to talk to."

"No," She shook her head while heat began to pool in her cheeks. "I mean for teaching me the basics. You didn't have to and you-"

"Don't worry about it."

Of course she was going to worry about it! How couldn't she? He had done her a great kindness by letting her get to know Toothless. Why did he do it? Because he had every reason to hate her for what she did and said but instead he showed her how misled she really was. She had to do _something_ to return her appreciation. Something…_anything_. Maybe she could cook for him? Eh, then again she wasn't sure what he liked or didn't like.

_Everyone likes sweets, right?_

Ah! That was it! The blueberry scones would do for now! They were fresh and what kind of Viking doesn't like scones? She had a bunch and it was the least she could do. Sure, she'd be giving up her mid-work snack but that was a small price to pay. There would always be more scones but there was only one Hiccup. Might as well show her gratitude somehow, even if it was through her baking and not through words.

"I guess I'll see you around then." Hiccup said as they arrived at her door.

"Um," Okay, how could she make this seem less awkward then it really was? "Stay here for a sec; I need to grab something really quick."

"O…kay." His brow lifted.

Without giving him a second glance, she spun on her heel and made a mad dash for her front door. She ripped the wooden door open and ran in all the while a large grin spread on her cheeks. Oh he was gonna love these! Sure, no one else had tasted her cooking or baking yet so he wouldn't be expecting her expert skills but he was gonna be begging for more after this! Hea nearly skated across the hard floor until she reached her kitchen counter.

Sitting on a plate in a very decorative display were her sweets. Eh, it would look weird if she just brought out the plate to him _and_ if anyone else saw her giving him a plateful of food, people might get the wrong idea. Better to put it in a baggie. She moved a few feet away from the plate and dug through a small cabinet until her fingers wrapped around a leather bag. She removed the sack from the storage area and moved back over to the scones. One by one she dropped the sweets into the bag. Once the plate was empty and the bag was filled to the rim, she pulled the strings on the small container to shut it tight. Ah, how else could a cook show her thanks than to give away her prized baked goods?

_Is there anything else I can toss in with this? There is that bread loaf but then again that's a bit much isn't it? _

"Hea! Hea, get out here now!"

Wait was that Rye's voice? Throwing out any lingering thoughts in her mind, she turned around and stepped toward the open front door. Maybe she should hold off giving him the bag until her sister was out of sight. Heaven knows the crap she'd get if anyone saw her exchange. Hea moved the draw string bag to her belt and knotted the sack on her hip. No one had to know about their time together, not just yet anyway.

She stepped out into the near-evening light with a smile. Standing about two or three feet away from the house was Rye, Hiccup and the rest of the teens. What the heck? Was this some kind of family reunion or something? Feeling her smile fall away, she moved in closer. They didn't look all that excited to see her, in fact the deep set frowns and turned up eyebrows made it look like something was wrong.

"What's going on?" She asked after finally getting within speaking distance.

"Hea…" Rye turned to her with a desperate expression on her delicate features.

Okay, it wasn't every day that her older sister looked at her like _that_. Something was wrong. Really wrong. "What's the matter?" She asked more sternly this time around.

"Ugh!" Rye tossed her arms into the air. "This is all my fault, Hea, I'm so sorry!"

"Sorry about _what_?" She felt her heart begin to pound in her chest.

Her older sister placed her hands on her face and with her right hand removed her glasses. She then began to wipe away a few stray tears that formed in her eyes. What was going on? Rye was crying? What for?! It wasn't every day that her older sis cried let alone cry in front of all the teens in Berk.

"I can't find Bug!" She belted out between gasps and cries.

She what? Bug? Hea took a single step backward. It felt like all the air had just been knocked out of her lungs. Her feet felt light and just before she could fall backward, her left leg caught her balance and she was able to stand. Her hand came up and covered her mouth before she could even process any kind of thought.

"I let her out for a few minutes and she didn't come back!" Rye removed her hands from her face. "I'm so sorry!"

"We've been looking for about an hour now," Astrid spoke in a deep and firm tone. "We're going to keep looking for her; we just wanted you to know."

"Where did you leave her last?" Hiccup looked to Rye.

"I just opened the front door and let her out. I thought she'd come back!" She sobbed, throwing her hands back over her face.

The nausea that had come and left her about thirty minutes before had returned with full force. There was no way this could be happening. Not Bug. Next to Rye, that dog was the most important thing in her life. If anything happened to her, she'd never forgive herself. Bug had been with her through her whole journey, she couldn't lose her now. She wouldn't _allow_ that to happen! She had to act, move, do something to bring her back!

"I have to look for her," Hea glance moved from left to right.

"We want to help," Astrid moved forward.

"Fine." She nodded. "I'll take this end of the village; we can meet up an hour after dark, all right?"

"Sounds good." Snotlout nodded.

"Hea, let me do something." Rye's tears had come to a stop but her voice remained strained. "Please."

"Can you watch the herd for me?" She turned to her older sister, holding all of her fear and tears from the group. "She might find her way back home."

"Okay."

She'd keep searching even if it meant she'd stay up all night. There was no way she was going to lose Bug. She'd pass out before she'd stop looking.

She broke away from the group without a second word or glance, dashing through the village. Retracing the steps she had just taken, she found herself in the dense woods she and Hiccup had just returned from. Where would she go? Was she hurt or maybe she fell down in a ditch somewhere? She had to find her. There was no way she'd stop, not until she found her. With her eyes glued to the floor, she jerked her head right then left as she scanned the forest floor for any sign of movement. Nothing.

No, this couldn't be happening! She had to find _something_, anything to let her know Bug was in the area. No sounds of distant howling or even scat, there wasn't _anything_. As the seconds ticked away and turned into minutes, she felt her heart pound in her chest. Her hands began to feel numb while her moving legs felt weak. No, she couldn't panic, not now. She had to find her. Hea pushed her tired and stressed body further into the wooded area, until she wasn't sure of where _she_ was anymore. That didn't matter, if she got lost that was fine she knew she could survive but Bug? No, she wouldn't allow her beloved dog to last more than a few hours in the wild.

Ugh, she wasn't looking hard enough! She brought her chin a few inches until her eyes were scanning a larger area of land. Maybe if she widened her field of vision, she'd find _something_. But still, nothing.

She could feel her lungs burning from her sprint. She couldn't be running out of energy just yet, she just started her look! She had to have more strength to move on, she couldn't stop now! The weakness of her legs began to slow her pace but she pushed forward. In a matter of seconds her tired legs began to feel like lead. Every step forward ached, leaving her to feel even more desperate.

_Not yet! Please!_

As her eyes began to tear up, she felt her legs coming to a slow stop. Hea pulled her right hand into the air and began to wipe the tears that had begun to fall down her cheeks. For a brief moment, she shut both of her eyes, trying her best to force the water from her eyes to clear her vision. She continued to run forward, her eyes shut and sobbing until a strange sensation in her legs forced her to reopen her eyes. Almost like someone had blown out a candle, the ground from beneath her feet vanished.

A split second in mid-air came and went before she could process it. She felt her backside hit the ground first, then the feeling of her back on dirt made her gasp. Sliding down a steep incline her back and hands grinded against the soft soil. She jerked her legs outward, trying her best to get her feet deep enough in the dirt to stop her fall.

In what felt like hours of falling, it came to a sudden halt when her heels hit solid ground. The force of her feet hitting the earth, forced her torso forward until she was laying on her belly. She laid on the grass for a short moment before turning her cheek away from the dirt. With both of her palms, she pressed down on the floor until her upper half rose off the soil.

Did she really just fall from somewhere? Wonderful. Now sitting up straight, Hea moved her right hand to her face. With the back of her hand, she wiped the thick dirt off of her cheek before grunting. At least she was in one piece! But where was she? After moving the back of her hand away from her face, she lifted her chin. Still deep in the forest, she saw that the night had set in. With only the moonlight lighting the area, she saw that she was in a larger area. With a pond, trees and no easy way of climbing out, this place was too familiar. The cove, really? Ugh!

After assessing her location, she hopped to her feet and turned to see the ledge she had just fallen off of. It was a slick mud-covered drop, no wonder she fell! If she was looking where she was going, maybe she wouldn't be in this mess! Now what? Bug was out there somewhere and here she was stuck! She had to get out of here, Bug needed her!

Hea stepped toward the slope she had just slid down and planted both hands in the mud. With her nails ready for gripping, she dug her fingers into the dirt and pushed her torso as far up as possible. Feeling as though she was stable enough for the next step, she rooted her right foot into the wall. She inhaled a single time before removing her left hand from its grip. She lifted her arm several inches into the air before relocating her left hand in the mud. With another push and lift, she moved all her weight into her right leg before moving her left foot upward. Just before she could place her shoe in the wall of dirt, she felt her hands give way. With chunks of mud in either palm, the weight of her body broke down the unstable wall. She fell backward, her butt hitting the dirt once again.

"I can't do this!" She shouted at the top of her lungs. "I'm not strong enough!"

Once again at the brink of tears, she pounded her dirty hands on the grass. This wasn't fair! What had she done to deserve this? She had tried her best to get along with Toothless, she had done things that she would have never imagined a week ago and here she was being punished. Sure, she wasn't a great person, she was stubborn, hardheaded and cocky but she didn't need this! If someone wanted to punish her, this was the way to do it.

"Help!" She threw her head back, looking at the cliff she had just tumbled down. "Hiccup, Astrid! Help!" She paused for a moment, taking a deep breath through her nostrils. "Hello? Anyone?"

Silence.

Now what? Here she was, alone when one of her best friends was out lost somewhere. If something was to happen to her pup, she would be devastated. That dog had been with her through thick and thin, when things were good and when things were bad. How was she supposed to go on if she was hurt or worse? What if one of the village dragons gobbled her up as a late night snack? It wasn't completely wrong to think like that, was it?

_I can't do this._

Hea pulled her tired body off the grass and sighed. What was she supposed to do now? Wait for help? Her mother had always told her if she was lost to stick in one spot, but it was dark and she was in the middle of nowhere! It wasn't like she could just pick up and leave if she wanted to anyway, this was the cove. She had just got through telling Hiccup earlier that she couldn't lift herself up to get on her own. Might as well sit where the moonlight was brightest, maybe someone would see her there.

She stepped toward the small pond in silence. As long as she was near the pond, she better wash up. Once within distance, she bent down onto her knees and took a seat on the gravel. She extended her torso forward and pulled her arms outward until her fingertips touched the water's surface. Eh, why did the water have to be chilly? With a shutter and shiver she moved the rest of her palm in the pond and shook off the thick mud.

_Nothing much to do now but wait. _

Hea pulled her hands out of the water and gave her palms a good shake. Once the excess water had been forced off her skin, she sat backward until her backside was on the floor. She released her knees from their bent position and pulled them up to her chest. She moved her arms out and hugged her bent legs to her chest.

"I'm sorry Bug." The cook whimpered to herself, allowing her forehead to dip down until it touched the top of her knees. "I'm so sorry."

She couldn't hold back her tears here. In front of Hiccup and the rest she felt too much pride to cry but alone? She wasn't strong enough; she wasn't woman enough to keep her standard. A string of much needed tears fell from her eyes and hit the thick cloth of her pants. This wasn't fair! How could this happen? If she deserved to be punished that was fine, just as long as Bug was safe. As long as she knew that the little fluff ball was okay, she could be lost for weeks!

"Help!" She threw her head backward, her nose facing the starry sky. "Anyone! Please!"

She waited for any kind of response. With her head still tilted upward she listened. Anyone would be more than welcomed right about now. Hell, even Tuff would be nice. As long as they got her out of this hole and got back to looking for Bug, _anyone_ in the world was welcome.

The sound of rustling bushes and snapping twigs made her flinch. Was someone there?! She unhooked her arms from around her legs and sprung to her feet in an instant. As if there wasn't any pain in her legs at all, she dashed forward to the edge of the cove and waited.

"Hello? Who's there?! Hiccup? Astrid?"

A black mass emerged from the thick brush and crawled along the ground until it came off the steep hill and into the cove with her. She squinted her eyes as it moved closer into the faint light. A pair of stunning emerald green eyes shot through the darkness of the night, staring at her almost like she was some sort of prey.

"Toothless?" She moved her head to one side.

Hearing his name, his thin ears stood erect. Eh, now there was no doubt it was Hiccup's Night Fury. The dragon continued to move closer to her, until his familiar face was highlighted by the distant moonlight. The larger animal stopped about a foot or two in front of her and took a seat, almost like she told him to sit or something. What the heck was _he_ doing here? When she said _anyone_, that didn't mean a _dragon_.

Hea felt a grunt vibrate through her lips. "What are you doing here? Where's Hiccup?"

He tilted his head to the side.

"Ugh," She lifted her right hand to her eyes and wiped away the half-budded tears there. "Can you even understand me? Go get Hiccup!"

He lowered his ears.

Perfect. Was he _not _going to get his trainer? So what, did that mean they were stuck down here together? No, he could fly out, couldn't he? Hea moved her eyes away from the dragon's eyes and looked down to see that he had curled his tail around his feet. The metal from the device on his tail caught her eye. Wait, didn't Rye mention that Toothless needed someone to ride him in order for him to fly? So why the hell would he come down here _knowing_ he couldn't get back up by himself?

"Why did you do that?" She narrowed her stare. "Now we're _both_ stuck down here." Seeing no visual change in his expression she rolled her eyes and threw her arms in the air. "Why am I even talking to you? It's not like you understand me or you're gonna talk back."

He blinked several times.

She knew why she was talking to him, it made her feel less lonely, that's how she kept her sanity when she was with Bug for that long year and half. But it was a bit silly, wasn't it? To talk to someone who wouldn't understand or talk back? Then again, why did it make _her_ feel better when she did it?

"You don't mind if I talk to you, do you? I know it's stupid." She inhaled a deep breath through her nostrils. "Just don't go around tellin' everyone else we spoke, it'll look weird." Did she really just make a joke and tell it to a dragon? Ugh.

_You've done crazier things, Hea._

Might as well try calling out again. Maybe if Toothless had come down, Hiccup wasn't far behind. The two were attached at the hip, right? He should be right around the corner then! Maybe they wouldn't have to spend the whole night out here and if she was _really _lucky they would have found Bug by the time they saved her! She could hope…right?

Hea lifted her two hands to her face and cupped the sides of her mouth, "HELP! HEEEEEEEEEEELP! Is anyone there?" She paused for a few seconds before giving it a second go. "Hiccup? Are you up there? Toothless and I are stuck down here!"

Again nothing. Before trying for time number three, she took in a deep breath through her nose and just before she could push all the air out of her lips via shout, a strange gargling sound made her hold her air. Removing her hands from her face, she looked right to see Toothless with his head tilted backward. The moment her eyes landed on him, he again let out a strange kind of growling or howling sound.

Wait, was he calling for Hiccup _along with_ her? Her brows lifted to the top of her forehead while her jaw dropped. The air trapped in her lungs slowly passed through her open mouth. What the hell? Did that mean he _could_ understand her? That he knew what she was saying and was trying to get help for her? No…way.

Time for try number three and with Toothless' help, someone just might hear them. "Help! We're stuck down in the cove! Rye! Hiccup!" She called out once again.

After her voice had died down, the black dragon made a final attempt at howling. The loud, low grumble ripped through the trees, making her shutter. Ugh, did he have to sound so scary? Then again, he was trying to help so there wasn't any reason to be scared, right? After his growl had come to a stop, the duo waited for any kind of response.

Nothing.

"We better save our energy," Hea looked to the Night Fury with a frown. "We might need to call later, better not scrape up our throats now."

He rolled his large eyes before stand up on all fours. Then with his sight returned to her, he jerked his head backward, almost as if he was telling her to 'hop on'.

"No, no way!" She shook her head. "I don't know how to use that thing! What if I fall off?!"

He whimpered.

"I know, I _know_." She grunted. "But I can't risk getting either of us hurt. It'll take time away from trying to find Bug. Besides, you kinda scare me."

He proceeded to blow a round of hot air out of his nostrils, almost like he was pouting. She didn't just offend him, did she? Gah, not like it mattered anyway, it wasn't like they were friends or anything. Okay, she was officially overthinking this. _Her_, friends with a _dragon_?

_Completely out of the question._

He huffed again, catching her attention.

"Look, I'll make a deal with you. If we aren't out of here by lunch time tomorrow, I'll ride you out of here." Was she really reasoning with him? "Let's just wait for now, okay?"

Hea turned away from the Night Fury, looking toward the still pond now in front of her. This was going to be one long and unforgettable night, that was for sure. Hopefully, someone would find her before the next day, then she wouldn't have to touch him again _and_ just maybe Rye or Astrid would have found Bug. She was a smart dog, stubborn but still smart; she would come home. For sure.

It was just a matter of time.

The sound of crunching grass and gravel made the female flinch. Before she could turn around the sound of heavy breathing and sniffing made her freeze. Oh no, he wasn't…coming _closer_ to her, was he? Oh God, what was she supposed to do?! Instead of moving a muscle, she allowed her large eyes to move down and left. Out of the very corner of her eye she watched as the black dragon stepped closer to her. What the hell? Why did he have to come _that_ close?! It wasn't like she called him or anything!

_Stand still, stand still!_

Hea pulled in her bottom lip and began to bite down. She couldn't make any sudden movements; at least that's what she learned with when dealing with dogs. If she just stayed still, maybe he'd go away! She couldn't look at him either, no eye contact! She shut her eyes and took in one final breath.

In her complete stillness and the silence of the forest, she felt all of her muscles contract the instant a nudging at her hip came. What was he_ doing_? It felt like it was tapping at her, like he wanted her attention or something! Moments ticked away in what seemed like hours and he _continued_ to press against her. What did he want?! She wasn't doing anything. Maybe if she took the tiniest of peeks, she'd see what he wanted.

She felt her teeth sink deeper into her bottom lip as her left eye began to flutter open. In an achingly slow motion, she looked down to see the medium-sized dragon poking at her side with the tip of his nose. What? Her right eye opened almost like instinct and she focused in on the reptile. With his snout, he continued to nudge at her hip, at the leather bag attached to her hip.

Oh! Was he smelling the scones she had tied there earlier? Dragons liked scones? No, he didn't want the scones; he wanted the blueberries _in_ them! Ah, so even after his huge lunch he had a few hours ago, he was still hungry? Well shit, what was she supposed to do now? Those treats were for Hiccup!

_Ah hell._

As long as he _stopped touching her_, he could have the damn scones. Now it was just a matter of unhooking them from her hip and feeding him. Hiccup had taught her how to feed him manually but she could always toss a few bits of food at him, right? That way they didn't need to touch. She lifted her two hands just a few inches until her fingertips traced the leather strings of her bag. As her hands moved toward her hip, the dragon retreated, almost like he was waiting. Better not take too much time here; she didn't want to get _mauled_ over scones.

After undoing the knot around her belt, she removed the bag from her hip and lifted it. In her peripheral vision, she could see the Night Fury with a set of wide eyes and ears up straight. With a gulp she turned ever so slightly to face him. Before she could open her mouth to say anything, the black dragon plopped his rear end on the ground and sat up right. Had his trainer taught him to sit without a command or something? Wow, impressive.

_Well, if he's going to behave, there's no need to get anxious…right?_

With both of her index fingers and thumbs on the closed bag, she pulled and opened the leather sack. The smell of sugar and blueberries wafted into her own nostrils, ugh giving all her food away was going to be harder do deal with than originally planned. With a loud sigh and mental grunt, she placed her right hand into the bag and pulled out a single baked good. It was now or never! Trying her best to avoid any eye contact, she lowered her head and glanced up at Toothless through her lashes.

"Here," She lifted her arm to chest level.

After her verbal warning, she looked away and proceeded to toss the small treat onto the dirt. The scone bounced twice before the dragon dropped to all fours, lapping the delicacy from the floor. While his attention was away from her, she took the chance to watch him devour her sweet quick bread. He didn't seem to chew or even _taste_ as he threw his head backward and in a 'guzzling' motion swallowed her food. After, she assumed, the treat was out of his mouth and traveling down his throat, he moved his chin forward and smacked his lips.

_Did he like it?_

His brilliant green eyes soon found their way back to her and the moment they locked gazes, he stood up once again on all fours. With a look of curiosity on his black face, he began to step closer to her. While he moved in her direction, his pink tongue slipped over his lips, like he was ready for more.

"No, no!" Hea shook her head, "Stay there, not so close!"

She backed away, her hands lifted in defense and her muscles cramping. A drop of cold sweat trickled down the side of her face and dripped off her chin as her heart began to beat, in what felt, was like out of control. She needed to act _fast_. She tore her eyes off the Night Fury and shoved her hand back into the leather bag. This time with two or three small scones in hand, she ripped her hand free and tossed the treats into the air. Anything to get him away from her.

As if he _knew_ what he was doing, he pushed off his two front feet and lifted his torso in the air catching a sweet mid-air. Once on the ground, he dry swallowed his food again before quickly glancing to the floor. He sniffed the dirt, much like Bug would do when she was outside, until he found the two remaining scones. His long, snake-like tongue crept out once again and wrapped around the treats before pulling them back into his mouth. How could he be _that_ hungry? He just ate a few hours ago!

"You might as well have the rest," She shuttered.

With her sweat-ridden palms, she reached grabbed the bag and proceeded to flip it upside down. A few more scones dropped to the grass without so much as a 'plop'. Maybe if he had all of her treats, he'd leave her alone. That way they didn't need to touch. Ugh. Once the baked goods were dropped to the ground, she took the opportunity to step further away from the feasting dragon. She removed her attention from him and stepped toward the pond. She dropped down to the floor and crossed her legs, better prepare for the long haul, this was gonna be a long night.

What was Bug doing now? Was she safe, warm, cold or hungry? Hea placed her bent elbows on her inner thighs and moved her torso forward and leaned in on her open palms. Rye had to be feeling terrible right about now. It wasn't her fault; it wasn't _anyone's _fault, right? Then again maybe she didn't teach her dog well enough, maybe this was actually _her_ fault. Ugh! She moved her hands up over her cheeks and eyes before releasing a heavy and tired sigh. And here she was, sitting in the cove not doing a damn thing to help. This was her dog, her best friend and she wasn't doing anything.

_I'm such a loser._

A brush of chilly wind slipped through the small closed off area and shook her to her core. Did it have to be cold on top of dark? Removing her hands from her face, she crossed her arms over her chest and hugged herself. Even her favorite pelt wasn't doing much in this cold. Gah, she'd probably catch a cold by the end of all this. Not to mention being dead tired wasn't helping matters.

_Please be home by morning…please._

The sound of crunching grass and dry leaves made her stiffen but she did not flinch. Ugh, she was way too tired by this point to cower away from him. After a whole day of adrenaline highs and lows, she couldn't keep going. Besides, he hadn't hurt her yet and he certainly had a chance to, being alone like this. As long as she stayed calm everything would be fine. _He_ was the one to say that, wasn't he? _He_ promised her that.

"_It's all about confidence."_

"_He won't hurt you, I promise."_

Obviously finished with his late night snack, Toothless took a seat at her right. He did not turn her way or even glance in her direction. Instead he lifted his chin and gazed upward. What was he doing? The dragon's ears fell back on his head and a small exhale through his nostrils made it seem like he had sighed. Star gazing maybe? She looked away from him and lifted her chin as well. At least it was a clear night, beautiful in any event.

A second round of chilly air ripped through the small cove. She tightened her grip on her upper arms and grunted aloud before tucking her head between her shoulders. It could be worse; it could be raining, right? Then again Bug was still missing…could it get any worse than that? Damn.

A small shifting sound caught her off guard. Trying her best not to make any sudden movements, she glanced over her left shoulder to see that Toothless had moved his tail outward. With ample space between herself and his tail, he curled it around her. What was he doing? Before she could say or do anything further, she heard him spread his wing. This time she did not hesitate to jump and turned back to stare at him. While her heart sprang to life and began to beat out of control, she watched as his left wing opened out. Why only his left wing? Still frozen with fear, he placed his it behind her back, curling the very tip of his extension around her body.

Was he shielding her from the wind? Or protecting her?

"Thank you."

Act End.
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><p>Unnecessary Culture Shock<p>

Act Ten

"Still no sign of her, what do want me to do?"

Hiccup grunted. What else was he supposed to do; he couldn't sleep knowing that Bug was out all by herself. What if a rouge dragon found her? He glanced up to see Astrid sitting on Stormfly's back with a look of concern on her face. They had been looking for hours now! Hea said they would meet up in an hour but she hadn't come back, maybe she was still looking? She was pretty stubborn. Now they were _both_ missing, not to mention he hadn't seen Toothless in a while.

"Can you circle the island again? Maybe she made her way to the beach."

"Sure," Astrid nodded. "Where's Toothless anyway? It'd help if we had two sets of eyes looking from above."

"Your guess is as good as mine." He sighed. "I'm not sure where he wandered off to."

"Well, I'll make another round and meet you back here." She managed to crack a small smile. "Good luck."

"Thanks again."

Astrid pulled back on her large dragon and turned her about. They took off without any kind of reservation, taking to the sky for a second look. As much as he wanted to keep looking for Hea's dog, he couldn't keep the whole village up all night. They _had_ to find her soon or they'd have to call off the search for the night. There was no way his dad was going to let him stay out _that_ long.

Might as well try to find Toothless, Astrid was right if they wanted to double their chances of finding Bug they needed an extra set of aerial eyes. Where did he see that dragon last anyway? As he stepped through the quiet village, he lifted his right hand to his chin and hummed. Last he saw of the Night Fury, he was hanging around the edge of the forest, in the same area as Hea and Rye's house. Was he still over there?

Hiccup picked up the pace in his steps, making his way to the smaller house in no time. Standing in front of the home he saw no sign of Toothless. Maybe he had gone into the forest? Did he pick up on Bug's scent and went looking for her himself? It was possible. Unlikely but possible. Better start heading into the forest anyway, he probably wasn't far off. He almost always came back when called.

He began to turn toward the wooded area when he stopped. He looked over his shoulder and looked at the girl's home. Had anyone checked inside the house for Bug? Maybe in the haste and panic of not finding her no one decided to check all small spaces in the house. It was crazy but worth a shot, right? Toothless could wait a few more minutes, it wouldn't take long, and chances were she wasn't in the home anyway.

With a mental shrug he approached the small house and pushed open the unlocked front door. He stepped into the chilly residence and glanced right and left, nothing out of order yet. He moved deeper inside, looking under the table in the living area and near the open storage area. Nothing still. Hm, should he go in their room? It'd look really awkward if Rye came busting in and caught him looking there. Ugh, better not.

Now in the kitchen he leaned forward on to the stone counter. Placing his elbows on the hard surface and bent inward. What now? What was he going to tell Hea when she came back? That was assuming she _came back_, what if she stayed out all night looking for her dog? That'd be wonderful. Then again if he thought Toothless was lost and in danger, he wouldn't stop looking. Ugh, better start thinking of what to say.

A sudden rattling sound caused the dragon trainer to flinch. He pushed off the countertop and stood up right, his eyes scanning the room for the source of the noise. Through the open doorway, he saw something shifting beneath one of the girl's beds. What? He leaned in and waited, whatever it was, it was moving. A pair of blonde paws poked out from under the fallen blankets and gripped at the hard floor. Bug?! Hiccup rushed over to the bedside and lifted the set of heavy sheets off the bed to reveal a very sleepy canine. With her eyes half-lidded and lips smacking, the dog moved forward and pulled herself out from under the bed. Once out, she stood on all fours and pushed her front half forward in a long stretch. After that, she extended her back legs and yawned, so that's where she was the whole time?!

"Bug," He dropped to his right knee and moved his hand out to her. "Figures you'd be here the whole time." He rolled his eyes as his hand landed in the space between her ears.

With a set of squinted, almond shaped eyes, Bug looked to him and huffed a round of hot air through her nose.

"Well, that's one mystery solved." He managed to break into a small smile. "You're going to be in trouble when Hea gets back."

"Hiccup! Where are you?"

Hm, that was Ruff's voice. He removed his hand from the Pomeranian's head and stood on his feet. "Stay here," He gave the dog a firm stare, "Don't move from this room."

Hiccup turned on his heel and made a beeline for the front door. He removed himself from the girl's small home and shut the door behind him. There was no reason to leave it open, all he needed was for Bug to get out again. After making sure the door was shut tight he looked to see the twins making their way toward him. Good, now he could go find Toothless!

"Can we get Hea a different kind of pet?" Ruff said once within earshot. "You know, like a dragon or something?"

"No, she's scared of dragons. Duh." Tuff rolled his eyes.

"Guys," Ignoring what the two had just said, Hiccup extended his arms out to them. "I found Bug, she's in the house. But Hea and Toothless are missing; I'm going to go look for them." He turned to the female, "Ruff, can you stay at the house and make sure Bug stays inside?"

"I guess." She shrugged.

"Tuff," He turned to the male sibling. "Can you go get Rye and tell her Bug is all right?"

"_Fine_."

"Thanks."

The trainer spun on his heel and took off running into the forest. But where would Hea go? She wouldn't have arranged a meet up after an hour of searching if she didn't intend on coming back, would she? Did that mean she was hurt? He sped through the thick brush as much as possible, pushing aside thick tree limbs and high grass in the process. Where could she be? If she was hurt, wouldn't someone have heard her calling and if she was lost, wouldn't Astrid have seen her during her patrol? Hm, if she wasn't hurt or lost, maybe she was stuck. And if she was stuck somewhere…

"_I'm pretty sure I won't be lifting myself back up that wall."_

_The cove! _

And if Toothless was with her, he wouldn't be able to scale the wall either, not without Hea riding him. And after the whole airsickness thing earlier, it was pretty unlikely that she would get on his back. He had to check there first. Picking up the pace in his sprint, he ran down the path he had taken so many times in the past. Even in the dark he knew how to get there, it was just a matter of seconds before he could verify if they were there or not. After cutting through the dense forest, he came to the cove where he found the Night Fury.

In the moonlight the image of his dragon came into view. Toothless was laying on the grass with his wing extended at a weird angle. Was he hurt? "Toothless!"

No movement.

Not wasting another second, Hiccup slid down the muddy embankment. Once he was firmly planted on the ground, he broke into another sprint. The sound of his heavy breathing and metal leg must have caught the dragon's attention because he lifted both ears and glanced in the trainer's direction. But he still refused to move out of his laying position.

"Toothless, what's wrong?" He asked once within distance. "Are you hurt?" He had to be, why else would he refuse to move? His dragon _always_ came back. Always. "Do I need to go back and get Astrid?"

Before any other question could roll of his tongue, Toothless' eyes moved away from him and lowered to his extended wing. Following in his partner's direction, Hiccup looked down to see the Night Fury's wing beginning to retract. As he slowly pulled his wing back toward his back he revealed a sleeping female. With her knees pulled up to her chest and laying on her side, Hea snored away. Was she that tired? Then again she did have a hard day with the 'dragon basics' and losing Bug.

"Good job, buddy." Hiccup looked to his dragon with a smile.

He must have come looking for her and found her stuck down here. With them both trapped in the cove, it was no wonder they were missing for hours! But at least Toothless kept her safe. He didn't expect any less from the one dragon he trusted above everyone else.

Eh, time to wake her up. Leaning over the black dragon, Hiccup reached down to the girl who rested on her left side, the direction closet to Toothless. She had really gotten that close to him? Did that mean the 'training' he gave her earlier really worked? She had to trust the Night Fury to a certain degree otherwise she wouldn't be so close. Perhaps they had bonded over something?

"Hea. Hea? Wake up." He moved his left arm out to the slumbering chef and gave her a gentle nudge. "Come on, Hea."

Her brow twitched the moment his hand landed on her shoulder. He could see her body begin to stiffen while her eyes began to flutter open. He felt a small smile grow on his features as she moaned in a soft tone. Dare he think she actually looked cute laying there with Toothless? Almost like she was never scared of him to begin with. Why did it make him feel good to see them getting along? Then again, it _always_ made him feel good to see a Viking and dragon on good terms.

But…she wasn't a Viking. So what did _that_ mean?

As she continued to stir, her right hand came upward in a swinging, stretching motion. The back of her hand came up and caught the side of his face and sent him back a few inches. Ugh! Both his hands shot up to his struck cheek as he grunted and caught his balance. Did she really just hit him…in the face? Still rubbing his swelling face, he looked down to see the sleeping female with her eyes half open. Where had he seen this before? Ah, just a half hour or so ago when he woke up that Pomeranian of hers.

"Wha?" She squinted at him. "Hiccup?"

"Good morning." He grumbled before allowing his hand to slide off his cheek. "Nice arm you got there."

With her eyes still nearly closed, his lifted her right brow and curled her lip in confusion. She turned her attention away from him and brought the offending hand to chest level. After a moment of staring at her hand she opened her eyes further.

"Never mind." He shook his head before offering his left hand to her. "Come on."

She took a quick second to shake her head before taking his hand. The moment they touched she clenched her palm with his. He pulled the tired female from the cold dirt before releasing her. She remained quiet as she stood up, only stopping to groan and yawn. Did she even know where she was? Or _who_ she was sleeping beside?

"Hea?"

"Yeah," She turned to him. "What's going on?"

"We were looking for Bug, remember?" He said while behind them, Toothless sat up straight and cocked his head to one side.

Almost like she had been slapped back into reality, she stood up straight and stiffened. She moved both hands to the side of her face and gasped. "Bug! What happened?! Did you find her?!" Her arms shot out and took him by the shoulders.

"Relax," He made an extra effort to speak in a calm tone. "We found her, she's fine." He lifted his arms and placed his hands atop of hers.

"She is?!" She released him from her tight grasp and proceeded to pull him into her chest. "Thank you so much!" She wrapped her arms around his back and clung to his pelt like he was going to float away.

He stood while she embraced him, his hands still midair. She was hugging him, what for? When did anyone on Berk every hold each other, outside of serious situations? His father had hugged him on very rare occasions and Astrid had only kissed him twice. Was it because she wasn't a real Viking? Did people where she came from hug and embrace each other like this? He had never seen Rye and Hea hug one another in public but then again, that kind of thing was private. Maybe it was just because all of her worries had come to an end when she heard Bug was safe or maybe it was because she had been found he couldn't be sure. All he could feel was her warmth against his.

How could one person be so warm? It had to be because it was so cold out, that's why she felt like this.

Right?

And just a sudden as her hug came, it ended. The pressure around his upper body subsided and she pulled her nails out of his bear pelt. Her arms vanished from his back and she took a single step backward. Even as she withdrew from him, he could feel his heart slam in his chest. When had anyone, especially a female, ever touched him with such passion? Of course that excluded his father but no one had ever clung to him as if it were life or death in a setting that was anything but deadly. Did she appreciate his effort, even if he said 'we found her' instead of 'I found her'? Maybe she was just excited at the fact her dog was safe but even with that understood, it didn't erase the moment they had just shared.

"Where was she?"

A snap back to the real world made his world spin. "In the most obvious place," He managed to speak beyond all the strange feelings in his chest. "Under your bed."

"Really?" Even through all the stress she was obviously feeling she smiled and released a small giggle. "I'm sorry about making everyone worry. I should have checked the whole house first."

"Don't worry about it."

"Rye must be going nuts." Hea lifted her hand to her forehead and pushed back the strands of hair in front of her eyes.

"I made sure she got the news that Bug is safe and I have my best guard outside your house." A mental flashback of Ruff and Tuff came to mind and made him smirk.

"You did that?"

"We all did." He felt a rush of heat pool in his cheeks.

There was no way he was going to take credit for this, they all helped. Especially Toothless. With his dragon in mind, he looked over her shoulders and made eye contact with the Nigh Fury. He was sitting up with a look of content on his face. He didn't have to protect Hea but he did. After all the things she had said about him and after hitting him, he still helped her out? How could he be prouder of his partner than he was right now?

"We should get going." He cleared his throat before changing the subject. "You've been out here for a while. Rye's probably worried."

"Okay." Her eyes darted away from him. "But how am I going to get out of here?"

"Well," He stepped passed her and toward the black dragon. "I know you said you'd never fly again but I think this time is an exception. Can you do that?"

"Do I have to?"

"I can bring meals down to you every day if you want to stay." He placed both hands to his hips and shot her a grin.

"I've had my fill of the cove, thank you." She was quick to poke out her bottom lip. "Can we just fly up the hill and walk the rest of the way?" She said, giving him a pathetic look.

"I'll find the nearest clearing and land, how's that?" All he needed was her throwing up, or coming close, again. Rye would have his head if something happened to her sister.

She sighed before throwing her arms up in defeat. "Just this once."

"I can do that." He removed his hands from his sides and turned to face his dragon. "Let's get back, the sooner the better."

Act End.
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Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Eleven

She jerked and twisted about in her blankets. She was awake by this point but closing her eyes and pretending to still be out was a good trick to play on the Pomeranian. The damn dog had been barking at her bedside for at least two minutes now. Where the hell was Hea and why wasn't _she _stopping her dog from barking?! Ugh, it had to be early, she could _feel_ it was early. Just the chill of the air in the room told that story.

Another loud yap made her flinch. Damn that small dog was smart; she could see through her 'pretend to be asleep' game. Might as well get up now, she was already awake! So with a grunt, she lifted her torso off the mattress and allowed her eyes to flutter open. Through her blurred vision, Rye spotted her younger sister beyond the bedroom and in the kitchen, standing at stone oven. As if on cue, the older girl's nose began to twitch, the smell of breakfast tickling her senses.

The nurse pushed her tired body out of the mess of blankets and quilts until her bare feet hit the hard, cold floor. A shiver shot up her body but she stepped forward regardless. As she moved her way into the kitchen she lifted her right hand to her head and moved her fingers through her hair, trying her best to even out the hairs that had gone array during the night.

"Morning." Hea said as the older sibling made her way to the small kitchen table.

"Why are you up so early?" Rye groaned as she found the nearest chair and took a seat.

The sound of nails on the stone floor made her look down to the ground. Apparently following in her footsteps, Bug walked into the kitchen area. What was she hungry or something? Then again Bug was _always_ hungry.

"You have something to do today, remember? Why do you think we woke you up?"

Did her sister just say 'we'? Like the dog was on a mission when she sat at the bedside and barked or something. Instead of asking, Rye leaned forward and placed her right elbow on the wooden table. With her palm open, she moved her forehead into her hand and sighed. She had something to do?

"Gobber and Hiccup wanted to work on the new text with you today. They asked if you could meet up with Stormfly and take some notes." Hea replied as she shuffled through the kitchen.

Oh yeah. Great, just what she needed. Just when she had just gotten back to her regular schedule after Bug went 'missing'. No wonder she was so tired! The whole search party incident only happened like two days ago! Couldn't a girl get some sleep around this place? Ah well, she should be so lucky to get an opportunity like this, right? After all, she _was_ kinda out of a job since the attacks on Berk had gone down ninety percent.

_But do we really have to wake up so early to do this?!_

The sound of the fire beneath the stone oven cracked and before she could even ask what was cooking, she felt her stomach roll. Hungry already? The nurse turned her attention to her sister only to see her flipping something on a skillet. Without her glasses on yet, it was too hard to tell exactly what she was preparing but her expert nose rarely failed her. She could smell sugar and flour for sure, flapjacks maybe? What else could it be?

"I have plenty of food for us," The cook said, moving from right to left, flipping and pouring more batter.

Even being unable to see without the clarity of her glasses she could _feel_ the smile and happiness in Hea's voice. It had to be because she was cooking, she _always_ seemed happier in the kitchen. The fact that she was also making her favorite breakfast treat was another plus. It probably beat watching over the sheep too, she couldn't dream of a worse job.

"So what are you going to do today?" She watched as Hea flipped a golden brown flapjack onto a single plate.

"Hm," She moved to the right and applied more batter to the sizzling skillet. "Not sure, I've done the morning watch so I'm off for the rest of the day. I might catch up on some sleep."

"That sounds like a good idea."

"Maybe take Bug out for a while, nothing interesting." She bantered on, waving her spatula in the air every so often. "So do you want goat milk or orange juice with your 'jacks?"

Goat milk? How very…appetizing. With a roll of her eyes she parted her lips to answer with a loud slam to the front door paralyzed her for a moment. She jerked her chin over her shoulder to see the door pop open. Company at this hour? She narrowed her eyes, only to see a mass of familiar black outlines.

"Good morning!" Gobber's voice hit her ear drum and made her sigh.

Really? This early? She watched as the group stepped into the small house one by one. Astrid and her group trailed after Gobber and most comfortably began step in like they owned the place. They were all dressed in their normal attire, even at this early hour. Here she was sitting in a sleeveless top and baggy pants at the kitchen table, her hair a complete mess and without her glasses. Then again she was too tired to give a fuck.

"Are you ready to get to work, Rye?" Gobber made no hesitation in walking right up to the table, taking a seat to her right.

"Sure." She replied in a less than enthused tone.

With a jerk the older man pulled back his arm and gave her a solid pat on the back. "Good!"

She twitched before looking onward to see Snotlout taking a seat at her left. The younger boy kept his eyes on her the entire time, a cocky smile on his face. What was he up to now? She arched a brow and turned her focus away from him and onto her younger sister. If anyone could corral this group out of the house, it was Hea. Her blunt way of speaking, especially to those younger than her, would prevail! With her brows furrowed and eyes on Hea, she nudged her chin at the kids then toward the door.

"Hey guys," Hea broke their eye contact and turned to the group. "I have plenty of food, you wanna stay for breakfast?"

Rye's features fell. Not the answer she was really looking for. With a grumble she turned away from her sister and once again placed her cheek in her open palm.

"That'd be nice, Hea thank you!" Gobber welcomed the invitation without a pause.

"You know, you look cute without your glasses." Snotlout leaned in toward her and attempted to deepen his voice.

Oh god no. This could not be happening. She sunk her face deeper into her hand, most of it covering the whole side of her face. Her fingertips clenched and her nails just barely begun to dig into the skin on her forehead.

"And the way your hair's all messy, really cute."

Her hand slid down her cheek, her nails dragging along the way. "Thanks."

The sound of plates and glass cups gave her the perfect chance to break away from that 'conversation' and look over her shoulder. There she could make out her best friend gathering more dishes for their guests. Ugh, why did she have to be so welcoming? Then again Hea had been awake for a few hours already, maybe she was over the 'I just woke up blues'. Either way, it didn't give anyone an excuse to wake _her_ up so early!

"Move it! I need more space!"

"You already ate this morning; you don't need any more food!"

Rye turned forward to see the infamous twins fighting for their rights over the last seat at the table. Ruff at the left and her brother at the right, they shoved back and forth, both trying their best to one up or out muscle the other. Ugh, did they really have to fight at a time like this?! She was half asleep as it was! Talk about a migraine in the morning. Gah.

"Okay!" Hea came to the table, drinking glasses in hand. "Juice or milk guys?"

Why did she have to sound so chipper? A handful of hands lifted into the sky as well as multiple mixed responses. At this point she was too exhausted to remember who said what, either way though her bestie was going to need some help filling the orders. Rye straightened out her back and prepared herself to stand from her seat when a flash of brown and green disturbed her focus.

"I'll get it." Hiccup moved across the room, placing glasses in front of guests and filling them with liquid.

"Thanks," Hea spun around and returned to her cast iron skillet.

"So Rye," Gobber looked to her with a smirk. "You're gonna be takin' notes on Stormfly's behavior today. With Astrid's help, I think we should be done within a matter of hours!"

The urge to slam her forehead against the table came into her head then left. "Alright, just gimmie a bit of time after breakfast to fix myself up."

"What's to fix?" Snotlout's voice made her shudder.

"What's _not _to fix?" Tuff snickered from his side of the table.

Oh hell no, she was in no mood to fight with _him_ today. Backchat was one thing she would not tolerate in her house! "Need I remind you, you're at _my_ table?"

"Heh, geez." He snorted, still elbowing his sister for extra space. "What a party pooper."

"Tuff, mind your manners," Gobber said as he lifted his glass to his mouth.

The sound of light whistling made the nurse's relax. Whenever Hea whistled that meant she was pretty content, which was always a good sign. When her sister was laid back it gave her comfort, a kind of comfort she hadn't felt in eighteen months. Hea had gotten that trait from their father, another reason to have her stress ease away. So even if she was seated amongst a bunch of Vikings she still felt at home. Somehow.

"Um, has anyone feed Bug this morning?" Fishlegs' high pitched voice caught her attention. The larger male, who was seated on a chair away from the table, had his index finger pointed down at the fuzzball who seemed to appear out of nowhere. "She looks kinda hungry."

"She's always like that." Rye felt the ends of her lips curl. "She's testing you, trying to see how much food she can get out of you."

"By the looks of it, it's working." Ruff's comment made both brother and sister laugh.

"Hey!" Hea turned around in an instant. "Leave Bug alone, she's just fuzzy!"

Rye felt her lips clamp shut. Ugh while it was quite _rude_, it was kinda true. The Pomeranian was a bit plump. But then again she needed to be, this was cold weather country! That double coat wasn't helping either. Although the only thing _no one_ could deny, was how cute she was. In any event it was best she kept her giggles to herself, all she needed was to have Hea catch her laughing at Bug's expense.

"Milk or juice?"

The question made the oldest female stiffen. She looked up to her left to see Hiccup at her side, ready to take her order. "Orange juice is fine, thanks."

He nodded, pausing only for a moment as he reached toward the counter and pulled the pitcher toward his chest. He proceeded to fill her glass nearly full before pulling away and moving on to the next guest.

"I've got a few plates ready." The cook spoke from her station.

"Let me get it." Astrid appeared at Hea's side and began to pick up the plates from the counter.

"It's about time!" Snotlout announced. "We've been waiting here for hours."

Rye rolled her eyes. The sound of ceramic plates against the wooden table awoke her senses and again her stomach rolled. She wasn't about to agree with the young man at her side but she was getting hungrier! In no time at all a plate was placed in front of her, equipped with two golden brown flapjacks. Looked good, now it was just a matter of getting it down.

"Syrup and butter!" Hea nearly _floated_ to the table with said items in hand. With a giant smile on her face she placed the condiments in front of her guests and returned to her station almost as if she was enjoying this.

Then again, this was what she wanted to do; of course she liked doing this! No one had eaten her cooking since she'd come back too, maybe she was excited about having the other taste her food? Hopefully they liked it and they'd leave their Viking criticism behind! No telling what hell her sister would raise if they said her flapjacks were bad.

Rye looked up from her food, while the twins fought over the syrup, to see Hea cleaning her work area. "You're eating too, right?"

She better! Sure, she'd said earlier there was plenty of food to go around but that was before a gaggle of Vikings pounded on their front door!

"Yeah," The girl with the pixie cut nodded. "Just gimmie a sec."

The nurse moved her eyes away from her kin and glanced around the room. In the wider area of the living space, Astrid and Hiccup found seats on wooden storage boxes. That of course left the plush chair in the corner. Were they saving it for Hea? Maybe because she'd gone out of her way to cook for everyone…that or because she was head of the house. Ah well, as long as they treated her with respect!

After she finished placing the dirty dishes in the sink, Hea appeared at the table side with her plate in hand. Now that the butter, which was nearly all used up, and syrup were free, she took advantage and used the condiments on her food. With that out of the way she moved to her beloved chair and plopped down.

"So after this we're gonna meet at the training ring," Gobber said as he cut into his meal, his eyes on her. "There were gonna have Astrid explain Stormfly's likes and dislikes."

"Sounds easy enough," Rye smiled in her male friend's direction and reached for the maple syrup.

"Oh but don't underestimate a dragon," He lifted his fork into the air. "She's a complicated creature!"

"Then we're gonna make sure that Stormfly is calm enough to be petted." Astrid's smooth voice made all eyes turn to her.

"Petted?" Rye's brow arched. "Who is gonna be touching her?"

Gobber pulled his fork out of his mouth. "Hea, of course."

The sound of someone choking on the food made the older female jump. She jerked her chin over her shoulder to see her younger sister with cheeks filled with food and a look of utter shock on her face. As if she'd spit up her food just as it started traveling down her throat, she threw her right hand over her lips and proceeded to force swallow whatever was in her mouth. After her mouth was clear, she moved her hand away from her lips and began to pound her closed fist against her chest.

"Should we help her?" Tuff curled his upper lip.

A moment of choking later, Hea stopped her hand gestures and took a loud gasp for air. Sweat now moving down the side of her face, she reached up with her hand and pushed back the hairs that had gotten in her face. "Whose idea was that?!"

"Mine." Hiccup looked at the younger sister, his brows lifted.

"Who said I _wanted_ to pet Stormfly?!" Hea pushed her plate to the foot rest in front of her chair. "Shouldn't that be my decision?" She said, slamming her open hand against her chest.

"I thought you were ready." Hiccup explained in a simple tone. "You did so well with Toothless; we thought this would be step two."

"Who's _we_?!" She sat up straight. "_I'm_ the one with the fear; I should be the one to tell you when _I'm_ ready! Besides, I learned the basics what more do I need? I'm leaving Berk the next chance I get!"

Silence.

So she was still on that? After all the growth in the past few days, she _still_ felt that way? Rye felt her heart ache. She wasn't even going to give it a chance? Even after she told her sister she wanted to stay, she was going to leave her, _again_.

_Hea…_

With all the eyes on her, the usually cocky female fell silent. She sunk back down into her seat and with a sigh moved her hand to her forehead. She rubbed her eyes for a moment and as if she were thinking, grunted. Her hands slid down her face and she looked back to Hiccup. "Stormfly is the one with all those spikes, right?"

"Yeah."

"And the teeth?"

The dragon trainer nodded.

Hea shut her eyes and pulled in her bottom lip. She waited a moment or two before allowing her eyes to open back up. Her lip still trapped beneath her front teeth, she looked up from the tamer and over toward the older sister. The two remained silent for a moment more before the cook broke their connection and looked to the ground.

"Fine, but I'm not promising I'll pet it."

Was it better than nothing? Maybe. But the thought of her leaving hurt more than ever before. The first time she left because she wanted to explore the world and learn something that would benefit not only her, but the village. This time? If she left this time it would be because she was scared of something. She would be running away from her fear. As her older sister, she couldn't let that happen.

She was the oldest; she was supposed to protect Hea from anything she feared. If she left, that meant she failed. Not only as a person but as her _family_. That wasn't going to happen, Hea was going to stay. No matter what.

Act End.
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She sat on the edge of her bed and sighed to herself. Alone in the room, she gripped the grasp she had to the knife she held in her hand. With the very lightest touch and amount of pressure, she moved the side of her thumb against the blade. What was she doing? How could she agree to do something like this? This was nuts! She wasn't ready for this, what made everyone so sure that she was? It wasn't like anyone was in her head, thinking her thoughts and knowing her fears. They were wrong, she couldn't do this.

Not yet.

Dragons were dangerous, even if they'd been misunderstood for centuries. They could still spit fire, destroy villages and in this case, fling sharp spikes on command. There was no guessing what Stormfly could do, what kind of damage she could inflict on her or anyone. Hiccup had trained, hand trained, Toothless but Stormfly? This was all way too dangerous.

"Hea! Come on, we're late as it is!"

The cook flinched at the sound of her older sister's voice. Sure, Rye sounded sure of this situation but there was no telling what an undertrained dragon could do in the midst of a new face. What if Toothless had told Stormfly telepathically that she was a dragon hater?! Then the female reptile would have it out for her!

"Hea?" She called again.

"Coming!"

Ugh, if she had known she was going to go on a surprise visit to see a dragon, she wouldn't have eaten so much. The minute Gobber said she was coming with them her food soured in her gut. She'd come close to puking once this week, she didn't need to_ ever_ come that close again.

_Only if that were my biggest problem…_

She pulled her thumb away from the blade and stood up on her feet. With the knife still in her right hand she lifted it to chest level and stared into the reflection of herself that shined on the steel. If that dragon got out of control this would be her only defense. But…

"_You didn't bring any weapons like I asked you not to, right?"_

Shit. Hiccup _had_ said it was a big no-no to bring any sort of weapon before. But! This made her safe, made her certain that if anything bad happened, she'd be able to protect herself and more importantly, her sister. No one had to know she had a knife on her and if these dragons were as tame as Hiccup claimed them to be, then there would be no need to use it. But if something did happen…she'd be safe.

"HEA!"

Gah, what was with the rush, it wasn't like the dragons were going anywhere! Hea grunted to herself before turning the blade down toward her hip and slipped the knife into the sheath attached her to her belt. There was no time to think about it, whether to bring it or not, the more she thought about it the more her stomach turned. Biting down on her bottom lip she straightened out her grizzly belt jacket until it just hid her blade.

Once settled, she sprinted out of her bedroom, running through the tiny house until she saw the open front door. Standing just beyond the frame, Rye stood with her arms crossed over her bust. She wasn't waiting too long, was she? The nervous cook approached her sibling with a crooked smile and shrug of the shoulders.

"Sorry, I was…mentally preparing."

"The others are waiting for us." Rye removed her arms from her chest. "Come on,"

After stepping out of the home, she turned and pulled the front door shut. Once that was secure, she turned back to her sister and followed after her. Dare she tell Rye that she was nearly ready to flee Berk at this point? After all, Stormfly wasn't just any kind of dragon, she was a Deadly Nadder! Those things were vicious! Huge teeth, spikes and talons? It was a miracle anyone could ride it without being impaled.

_For step two, this seems like quite a jump._

She kept her head down as she followed the former nurse. Even if she was protecting herself by bringing a weapon, why did she feel so shameful? Was it because Hiccup told her not to the first time around? Tsh, that couldn't be it. After all, she was looking after herself; she had every right to protect those she cared for the most. No matter how much the dragon was trained it could still turn. And she wouldn't take a chance, not like the first time.

"_He won't hurt you, I promise."_

How could she trust him this time around? There was no telling what a _Deadly Nadder_ could do to her. They were famous for their terrible temper! What if it smelled her fear? What if it went after Rye?

"_You can do it."_

Why did he have to have so much faith in her?! Why didn't he treat her like a Viking? No, instead of being mean, harsh and cruel he was kind and gentle. Vikings weren't gentle! They were blunt, nasty people who when faced with their greatest fears, went in head on like it was life or death. But no, he had to be sweet to her and take his time like she was someone who mattered.

Her eyes moved from the floor to her hip. She couldn't be regretting her decision to bring the knife, could she? No, she couldn't! She wasn't going to go back on her choice now, she was a full grown woman, she had the right to carry around a blade if she saw fit! No one was going to tell her what to do.

Not even _him_.

"You okay?"

The sound of her sister's soothing voice forced her eyes to move upward. "Me? Yeah, I'm fine." An obvious lie but why worry her?

"You're quiet," Rye glanced over her shoulder with a concerned stare. "Are you sure?"

"I'm _fine_," This time she almost hissed through her teeth. "Don't worry, okay?"

"Because if you don't want to do this, you don't have to." Her sister stepped slower, allowing the younger female to catch up. "It might be too soon for you."

"I have to do this," Hea narrowed her eyes.

Rye was silent. Her brown eyes moved forward once again while she tipped her chin down in the slightest manner. Why did she have to be such a good mind reader? How could she just feel everything she was worried about, was it because she was her older sister? Or was it something else? Of course she was concerned but no one on Berk would really go that far out of their way to make sure someone was comfortable, right?

_Maybe _he_ would too?_

WHAT?! Where did _that_ come from? What the heck, why did _he_ enter her mind all of a sudden, this mental rant had nothing to do with him! Here she was, thinking about her sister and feeling sorry for herself and he had to enter her mind and ruin everything! Who cares if he was nice, it didn't make him Thor or anything. He was just a kid, a strange kid at that, he didn't matter to her.

…right?

"-ere."

"What?" Hea said, shaking her head and blowing off her last stupid thought. "I wasn't listening, what did you say?"

"I said, we're here."

Already? So soon? Where the heck did her head fly off to where she didn't pay attention to where she was? Damn, they couldn't be at the training ring _already_! This was too much, she couldn't do this! Staring up at the large arena her heart sped up, slamming away in her chest hard enough to make her dizzy.

_Don't faint here, don't faint here._

Hea shut her eyes and took in a deep breath via her nose. If she controlled herself, she wouldn't have a panic attack and she wouldn't faint. But how could she fight against every sense her body was telling her? Screw the voice in her head, telling her how stupid she was for doing this! She wasn't stupid…just scared. If she could work out things with a Night Fury, then it could work for Stormfly, right?

As they entered the gated ring, her eyes opened and once again fell to her waist. She had her knife; she was safe just as long as she had that with her. But if that was true, why was she still so afraid? Ugh, this was too much! Damn Hiccup and his faith in her, she wasn't going to do this, she couldn't do it. This was too hard.

"What took you?" Ruff's voice made the chef flinch and look upward. "Getting ready shouldn't take that long!" The slender blonde held her fisted hands to her hips and shot her a feisty glare.

"Yeah, it's not like you were getting ready for a date or anything." Tuff elbowed his sister.

The sound of the door shutting behind her made the shivering girl clench her hands. She glanced once over her shoulder, watching two older Vikings roll down the door, locking it tight. Well there went the running away bit of her plan. Hea moved her chin forward once more, her eyes landing on the misfit gang of Astrid's standing in front of her with smiles equipped. What were they so happy about? This wasn't a social gathering, this was more like therapy! No one should be _smirking_, if she was going to do this, this was going to be serious business.

"We're here, that's what matters." Rye shot the twins a nasty frown.

Hea's eyes darted left then right, searching for the Deadly Nadder but saw nothing. No large blue bird-like monster, just Gobber, the kids and Toothless. What did that mean? Maybe they saw back at the house that she was legitimately scared and changed their minds! Maybe she didn't have to go through this after all!

"So how are we gonna do this?" The older sister asked.

"Well," Hiccup stepped away from the group and toward the sisters. "I was thinking that maybe we should have Hea pet Stormfly first."

Her stomach dropped. No way, there was no way he was gonna _make_ her pet that thing first! Not to mention she had a huge audience at her feet! What if she screamed or fell like she had when she touched Toothless? Was this any of their business anyway? Why did _they_ need to be here? Weren't these lessons supposed to be private?!

"W-why would you want that?" Hea lifted her shaking hands to chest level. "I thought we were gonna do the research stuff then I was gonna touch her."

"Actually," Hiccup presented a smile to her, like he was trying to make her feel better or something. "It'd be better that you touched Stormfly first. If we did our part first, it might aggravate her and I don't want to give her any excuse to 'nip' at you."

Oh very cute. Now he was gonna play _those_ kinds of games with her? He was clever but not _that_ clever. She pouted and crossed her arms across her chest. And of course he was trying to ease her mind after using the word 'aggravate'. So that meant this dragon _did_ have a short temper! Wonderful.

"You know, I think I'm gonna leave." She released a string of nervous giggles, slowly pulling her body away from the group. "I have some stuff to do and I'm pretty tired, sooo…"

"Oh come on, Hea." Snotlout lifted his arms in the air. "It's not that bad, even _you_ could do this."

"_I've_ been thinking," She replied, uncrossing her arms from her chest and pressing her open palm against her collarbone. "That I'm not ready for this. So you can keep your dragons to yourselves, I'm just gonna go home and stay in the house until dark."

"You can live like that." Astrid sent her a look of compassion. "It's not as scary as it sounds and you'll feel better about it afterward."

"And you did so well with Toothless," Hiccup's stance relaxed and his smile had fallen away. "I really think you should give it a shot."

At the sound of the dragon's name on the trainer's tongue, she jerked her eyes away from her peers and glanced over in the black reptile's direction. He was seated at Gobber's left side with his ears erect and his eyes wide open. The moment brown and green locked; he tilted his head, like he was confused.

"Hea?" Rye called out to her.

She looked at her older sister and with a sigh bit down on her bottom lip. Damn, why did this have to be so hard? She didn't _want_ to do this, couldn't everyone see that? And if they could why couldn't they respect her choice? If she wanted to leave Berk forever, alone or not, why was that so hard to understand? This was her life, her choice she had every right to do what she wanted without having to explain herself!

But with all that understood, even to herself, why did she hesitate? Why couldn't she be a strong woman, pack up her things and leave like she said she would. Were they all calling her bluff? Her parents weren't here, telling her what to do, she could leave any time she wanted like she had before. And even the first time she left, no one stopped her. If she did it once she could do it again.

She didn't need this.

"I would really appreciate if you all gave me a break," She said, her heart ready for the honesty she'd kept in since morning. "I don't want to do this. Didn't anyone think that I might not _want_ to like dragons? I don't want to be here with them, I don't want to live with them and no one understands? You're all pushing me too hard."

"Then why did you give Toothless a chance?" Rye looked to her sister, eyes glossed over.

"Because I wanted to!" Hea felt a rush of heat hit her cheeks. "I'm not going to explain myself to you guys!" She tore her vision away from her older sibling and turned to Hiccup and his group of friends. "I. Hate. Dragons. Okay?"

"I don't believe that."

Her heart stopped. There amongst everyone who stood taller or wider than him, he stood with his arms crossed over his tiny chest and chin lifted. Almost as if he held some kind of truth or confidence over her, he stared back at her, his eyes not wavering a single time.

"You don't hate dragons." Hiccup spoke with no stutter or hesitation. "If you did, you'd be gone by now."

Her face grew hotter.

"You can do this, you're just scared."

Her tear ducts burned. How did he even begin to think he had the right to tell her what to do? How could he just assume something like that, even if he _was_ right? He didn't know anything about her; he was a stranger to her! They didn't know one another, they didn't like one another so what gave him the right to treat her like a friend? Like he cared? He was wrong when he was right and right when he was wrong and it wasn't _fair._ Damn him for being right, damn him for being sweet and damn him for being smart.

"I don't want to do this." Her voice dropped and for a moment the world around Hiccup blacked out, almost like it was just the two of them talking.

"I know." He removed his arms from his chest. "But just because you don't want to, doesn't mean you can't. Try it."

"What if…" Her eyes moved away from him and for a second, she glanced down at the blade that was hidden away at her belt.

_I don't want to use this. I don't want to be scared anymore. _

Her eyes shut and she inhaled.

Why was she even considering this? For her sister of course, but was that the only reason? Sure, she wanted to stay on Berk, how many months did it take for the Vikings to accept her? She couldn't lose that. And even if the villagers on this tiny island were rude, loud, stubborn and opinionated at some point they were special to her. How many places on the planet was so warm enough to have people just barge their way into a home for an early morning breakfast? Not many, at least not in the places she'd been to before.

Was it inconvenient to have them come in this morning? Yeah. And even if it was annoying to have them seated around the table, what about it made it _special_? What about it, made her heart fonder, kinder and larger? After all, if it were truly annoying to have them come into her home in the wee hours of the morning, she could have kicked them out. But she didn't, instead she invited them in and served them like…like they were family.

_And I don't want to lose that._

The way Snotlout hit on Rye in front of everyone, the way the twins fought over the last seat at the table, the way Fishlegs was intimidated by Bug and the way Astrid and Hiccup helped her with breakfast service. She couldn't lose that because she would never be able to find that anywhere else.

_I'm not going to lose that, not without a fight._

"Fine," She reopened her eyes, finding that the small family she created still right in front of her. "I'll try but again, I'm not promising anything."

"Good." Hiccup smiled at her. "Fishlegs, could you get the door please?"

"Sure thing." The larger male split away from the group and approached the giant stone wall just behind them.

With a few pulls and releases of levers, the large door cracked open. The once darkened cavern from the inside holding cell lit up from the midday sun. As if she knew it was her time to shine, the large bird-like dragon trotted out of the dim chamber. The moment her light blue scales reflected in her eyes, Hea squinted. Wasting no time, and seemingly comfortable with all the Vikings in the area, she stepped toward Astrid. Almost as if it needed reassurance or acknowledgement, she bent down her large neck and proceeded to nudge against her owner.

Ugh, why did it have to act like it had _feelings_? Then again Toothless treated her the way Bug treated people. Hell, the Night Fury had even gone out of his way to make her comfortable that cold night at the cove. Were all dragons like that, like dogs? Either way, it didn't make them any less intimidating.

She stood there, her muscles stiff and her mouth dry. She tried over and over to swallow the invisible spit in her mouth, only to gulp down a round of air. Great, a reason for indigestion later on, as if her stomach was screwed up enough already! Even with the pain in her rolling gut, she remained still in the dragon's presence, only moving her chest out and in as she inhaled. Maybe if she didn't move, it wouldn't notice her.

"She's beautiful," Rye stepped closer to the beast.

_If by beautiful you mean terrifying, then yes she is stunning. _

"You've been grooming her," Her older sister shifted her weight in Astrid's direction. "Good job, girl."

"Thanks," The blonde female reached up with her right hand and patted the dragon's snout. "It isn't always easy, she can be fidgety."

"So, you want to get started?" Hiccup glanced back at her.

"Let's not jump into it," Hea finally broke her ridged position and crossed her arms over her chest. "I'm good just looking right now."

"She's awfully affectionate," Rye reached down to her hip and pulled her small notebook from her belt. "Is she like that with everyone, or just you?" She directed her question to the younger girl, her pencil jotting down words as she waited for the reply.

"She seems to be attached to me," Astrid removed her hand from Stormfly and shot a smile toward Rye. "She isn't too welcoming of strangers at first. But she warms up pretty quickly."

_Then why am _I_ here?_

"Ah," The four-eyed female nodded, charcoal instrument still working. "Good."

"Do you think she's noticed Hea yet?" From a few feet away her ears twitched to the sound of Fishlegs whispering to Tuff.

"Who knows," Tuff made no effort in keeping their conversation quiet. "This is dull, I'm ready to leave."

"If something interesting doesn't happen soon, I'm going with you." Ruff crossed her arms. "Throwing rocks in the ocean is better than this."

Hea's cheek twitched. "Thanks guys," She turned to the offending trio with a snarl. "Real supportive." And just when she begun to think of them as family, geez.

Tuff's mouth opened like he was going to shoot an insult back at her with the sound of Stormfly snorting caught them off guard. Hea jerked her chin forward once again to see the larger dragon lifting its nose into the air. Her nostrils twitched and quivered as if she were smelling something. After a moment she dropped her head and turned her head to the left, her eyes searching for whatever she had smelled.

"I think she noticed you." Snotlout muttered.

"Oh good!" Gobber chimed in a tone way too eager. "Go on Hea, get to know her!"

"No, no." Her arms shot up.

"Here," Hiccup tore himself away from Gobber's side and approached her. "Remember when we were with Toothless?" He said once within touching distance of her. "This is just like that."

"_It's no different than petting a strange dog."_

She looked to the tamer and nodded a single time. With her signal, he turned to the blue dragon and extended his arm outward. As if Stormfly could read his every move, she stepped forward, her nose still twitching. The moment the Nadder's eyes fell on her, she felt her legs freeze. The dragon titled its head at the sight of the strange woman and the closer she came, the louder the chirps and clicks coming from it became. It flapped its wings against its body once or twice and about five feet away her, stood still.

"Good," Hiccup smiled at Astrid's pet. "Now," He glanced back at her. "Try to stand still; she doesn't really like quick movements."

A small hum from behind her made her flinch and look over her shoulder. There she saw her sister, still writing in her notebook. A grunt reminded the trembling chef to look forward and once again she whirled her head around. The speed of her movements sounded like it offended the Nadder as she released a second, louder grunt that made her flinch.

"Slow," The younger male in front of her placed his left hand on her shoulder.

Instead of nodding or saying anything, she looked into the trainer's green eyes. Almost as if he'd received her telepathic message, he turned back to face the dragon and pulled his arm away from her. He took a step toward the reptile and extended his hand to her.

"Stormfly," He ducked his head in the slightest manner. "This is Hea."

Her breathing hitched and the moment she gasped the dragon ducked its head and rumbled. It then brought up its right leg and proceeded to drag her talons across the dirt like some sort of angry bull. Did that mean she was going to charge? No, this couldn't be happening!

Her limbs went numb and her head felt light. She wasn't going to turn tail and run like a loser, was she? She couldn't, not now when she was standing before all of her peers and sister. She had to be brave, she'd already admitted that she was fearful of dragons; she couldn't let everyone see her in her true moment of weakness. But how could she be strong when this dragon was ready to attack? She needed to protect herself, with any means possible.

She broke eye contact, her eyes darting down to her waist. Her knife was there, just waiting to be used. Back and forth her vision moved from her blade to the reptile in front of her. Why wasn't anyone else scared, this animal was clearly ready to hurt her! Not even Hiccup, who had yet to move, stood there in silence as Stormfly continued to growl and shake her head.

"This is normal," Hiccup spoke to her without turning her way. "She can feel you're scared, try to relax."

"_There is something else you should know about dragons. It's all about confidence."_

There was no way she could be confident, not now. It didn't matter who was there, standing between her and the dragon, she was _scared_. Even if Stoick the Vast was standing in front of her, protecting her it wouldn't matter. Her heart would still race, her blood pressure shoot through the roof, her veins would pump adrenaline like never before. There wasn't any escaping it this time, she couldn't handle this. She could handle Toothless because he wasn't charging mad, hissing and growling at her like he was gonna rip her head off. She couldn't do this.

Hands shaking in a way they never had before, she took a step backward. Her breathing, beyond her control, picked up and became louder. Sweat trickled down the side of her face as a few whimper slipped from her lips. Again she took a few steps backward, fast this time around.

"Don't move," Hiccup snapped.

"I have to get out of here!" Her hands shot up to her mouth.

"_Hea_," Hiccup jerked his chin over his shoulder. "Relax."

"I can't!" She shook her head back and forth, "Someone, get me out of he-"

An eerie piercing screech shot through the air, making the Vikings in the area, move their hands up over their ears. She looked forward to see Stormfly with her jaws parted, teeth bared and throat muscles rippling away. She held her high pitched tune for what seemed like ages but when she did come to a stop she stomped her feet into the dirt and flapped her wings against her body.

Before she could think, scream or even cry her hands shot down to her belt. From there she ripped her knife out of its holder. She swung the steel outward, bringing it into the daylight and pointing it toward the Deadly Nadder. The light from the sharp, ridged blade reflected in the beast's eyes and the moment it took note of the weapon, she tensed. Releasing a second, even louder cry, her wings opened out and the spikes along her body seemed to narrow in on her.

"Hea!"

She could hear her sister's shout but she had no time to react. Too scared to do anything but fall backward on her backside, she held out the knife and shut her eyes. She clung to the handle of her blade as the sensation of dragon pounding its feet on the dirt vibrated through her body. A third scream from the animal made _her_ scream. Eyes still glued shut; she dropped the metal weapon and threw her hands over her face.

She could hear people around her shuffling but her muscles were paralyzed. Only when the sensation of cloth against her skin caught her attention did her eyes open. The warmth around her slowed her breathing and as her vision came into focus she found her nose buried in someone's chest. Arms wrapped around her body, fingers gripped to her back and torso completely covering her own.

_Hiccup?_

Another, different, dragon cry forced her eyes shut. She'd never heard that kind of sound from any creature. Wait, if she'd never heard that sound before; did that mean it came from Toothless? A second yelp came from what she assumed was the Night Fury then silence.

Her head still pressed against his shoulder, she felt her body relax. The tension in the air seemed to die away as soon as it began. There was no sound or cry from either Night Fury or Deadly Nadder, just silence. With her heart slowing and the feeling returning to her arms and legs, she allowed her eyes to flutter open further. Just as she began to loosen up, the grip on her back eased. Slowly, he pulled back and allowed her to detach from his body.

Wait, did Hiccup just protect her…with his own body? Even when Stormfly had her deadly spikes pointed in her direction, he still threw himself in harm's way just to make sure she wasn't hurt? No way. Why would he do that? Why would anyone on Berk, minus Rye, go out of their way to make sure _she_ was safe? She'd never done anything of worth or provided anything of use, so why? Was it because he felt the same way she did, that in some sort of strange way, they were all _family_?

As he moved his body away from hers, he cleared the view in front of her. There, standing on all fours, wings spread out and teeth ready for battle was the Night Fury. The same dragon who had protected her nights before, the same dragon who she'd hit that night at the party. So they both stood in front of her? Ready to take any hit for her, why? She'd been nothing but rude to the both of them and here they were, saving her life.

A dragon trainer had saved her life… a _dragon_ had saved her life.

For the first time.

Act End.
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Her hand shivered. What the heck was that? Allowing her eyes to flutter open she felt something wet press against the back of her hand. She lifted her head off the fluffy pillow on her bed to see her right hand slung over the side of the mattress. Still groggy she moved her chin to the edge of the bed and glanced down to see Bug. The smaller dog sat just beside her, tongue hanging out of the side of her mouth and tail wagging ever slightly.

"Hey," She muttered as she lifted her hand and patted the loyal pup on the head. "What time is it?"

Hea pulled her hand away from the dog and pushed her torso off of the mattress. Her hand then moved to her eyes. She rubbed them for a moment before pushing her palm upward, pushing the stray hairs out of her face. Gah, how many hours had it been since that meeting with Stormfly? Right after that incident where she almost got herself _and_ Hiccup killed, she was taken home and sent straight off to bed.

"Aw, I really messed up, didn't I?" Her eyes closed and she inhaled through her nose. "Shit." Her hand fell away from her face and hit the quit covering her legs.

Hea allowed her eyes to reopen, finding herself alone in the darkened bedroom. Maybe Rye was out with Gobber or something? No doubt there was a note left for her on the front door. They were probably discussing what happened this afternoon with Stoick. There was a wonderful thought, the village leader thinking she was a complete screw up and waste of flesh. If he was willing to treat his _own kid_ like crap, then why would he spare her any kind words?

"Everyone is mad at me, aren't they?" The chef turned back to her dog with a sigh.

The Pomeranian's head tilted to the left.

"Great, what little social group I had here is gone." The urge to fall back into the sheets came to mind but a small whimper from the floor made her pause. "What?" She glanced back at Bug, brow lifted.

The blonde ball of fluff pulled herself off the cold floor all the while her almond eyes glued to the cook. Once on all fours, her tail wagged once or twice before her ears fell to the back of her head. She released a long grunt before yapping, stomping her feet to the floor in the process.

"Ah, you want out."

She whined.

Okay hint taken. The exhausted woman pushed her quilts to the side and swung her legs over the edge of her bed. She stood up on her two feet and took a short moment to stretch before walking across the small bedroom to find her beloved grizzly pelt. Once in hand, she slipped into her warm garment and moved toward the front door. The sound of Bug's nails against the stone floor echoed through the home, reminding the girl her best friend was only steps behind her.

Now at the front door, a single sheet of white paper tacked to the wall caught her eye. She reached out and took the note off the wall, bringing it to her eyes. Ah, Rye _had_ left a note for her after all. Good to know she didn't run off out of embarrassment, she was just out with 'the guys'. Hell, at this point _she_ wanted to flee the area to escape any ridicule that she'd soon face, so how was Rye feeling? She should be ashamed of her baby sis.

Note read and understood, she tossed the parchment over her shoulder and pressed her fingertips against the cool mental door knob. With a light twist of her wrist she popped open the heavy, swollen door and stepped outside. The bitter cold made her shiver and for a short moment, urged her to return to her warm bed but the image of Bug trotting out the door stopped her. Why ruin the dog's good time? It was just a bit of cold, she'd get used to it in a matter of minutes.

"Make it quick," Hea said aloud, arms wrapping around her own torso. "It's freezing out here."

Completely unfazed by the chilly weather, Bug held her head up high and pranced further into the village. Must be nice, having a double coat to keep you warm, then again in the summer it must be a killer. Ah well. With a shrug she followed after her pup, her bare feet hitting the frosted grass and making her shake. Why did she go out without shoes on? Geez, what a loser.

The Pomeranian wasted little time in inspecting areas she was already familiar with and headed straight for the middle of the village. Ugh, great what if someone like Tuff or Ruff came out and saw her? They'd tease her until sun up!

But why argue with the Pom? She never won, the damn dog was stubborn to boot. Hell, there were times when Bug refused to come home just because she hadn't found the perfect spot to pee on. She would literally stand the opposite direction and turn her snout up at her, the owner! What kind of dog does stuff like that?!

"Come on, Bug." Hea cringed. "I can't let anyone see us."

The spitz looked over her furry shoulder and huffed.

"Okay," She corrected herself, "Not 'us', more like 'me', either way as long as no one talks to me!"

The pup rolled her eyes and returned to the matters at hand…or paw rather. She ducked her head down and began to sniff the dirt. Her ears twitched, turned left, right and moved up then down. What was she listening for? Almost as if she'd heard what she was looking for, the dog lifted her head while her ears stood stiff. Before the owner could say anything, the ball of fur took off running.

"What _now_?" Hea grunted, removing her arms from her chest and sped off after her canine.

The Pomeranian headed north for a very short distance before stopping. She dug her back legs into the dirt as she came to a halt and once again lifted her head into the air. Lead by her nose, she looked left and right, nostrils quivering along the way. Hea caught up in a matter of seconds and paused about two feet from her beast. Brow cocked and lungs shot from the cold air she once again cradled herself.

"What are you looking for?" She huffed, her breath leaving her lips in clouds of white. "You don't pee over here, you like it over _there_!" She hissed, her finger pointed south.

Ah hell, might as well pick her up and put her back where she usually went. She didn't have time for this, it was _freezing_ out! Grunting to herself and under her breath, she moved toward the small dog and prepared to bend over when a bark from her pup made her flinch.

"_What_?" Hea removed her arms from her body and threw them in the air. "I wanna go back to sleep."

_Whining never gets you anywhere, Hea._

"Doesn't change the fact that I wanna sleep." She grumbled to her inner monologue.

A second, louder yap made the female glare at her partner. What the hell was she barking at now? It had to be the middle of the night! No one was up at this hour! By this time the dog had spotted whatever she had smelled before and was staring at it. Fur straight along her back and eyes dilated, she nearly pointed at the offending item with her nose and continued to snap. Following the Pomeranian's line of sight, Hea turned around and looked upward. Nothing, just sky. Her eyes moved over, up and down until a black mass atop of the tallest home caught her eye. She narrowed her sight and leaned in closer to see the black shadow was crawling down the home and toward them.

Barking now the least of her problems, the sheep herder saw two green eyes glow amongst the darkness. Ah, she'd never forget those eyes! Her muscles relaxed and a sigh of relief passed her lips as Toothless hopped down from the second story of Stoick's home and waddled over to her. Moonlight now highlighting his features, she was sure of it, it was the famous Night Fury and as always, once within reasonable distance he sat down and waited.

"Shh," Hea glanced over her shoulder and gave Bug a tap with the heel of her foot. "What are you doing out here?" She looked back to the dragon with arched brows. "Aren't you supposed to be sleeping or something?"

He blinked.

"Doesn't really answer my question." She managed crack the smallest of smiles. "Oh are you looking for more scones? Sorry, I don't carry them around with me." She said with a small shrug, "If I had some, I'd give 'em to you."

His ears fell flat on his head, almost like he was disappointed.

So he _did_ only come out to see if she had food then? Hm, typical animal. Ugh, she was becoming her father more every day, feeding any strange animal that appeared at her doorstep! Then again, he never fed a dragon. How would he feel about Toothless, no doubt he'd love the Night Fury's large green eyes. But if he knew what happened to Rye, would he be so forgiving? Should _she_ be more forgiving? After all…he helped save her.

"You do deserve them. You didn't have to help me today, not after the way I've treated you." She released a lengthy exhale. "I'm guess what I'm trying to say is… thank you. Thank you for saving me today because you didn't need to."

His ears stood up once again and his eyes opened up.

How can a person ever really show gratitude for having someone save their life? Saying the words 'thank you' didn't do it justice, not in the slightest. He and Hiccup deserved much more than just two words or a bag of scones, they deserved the world. After all, they'd saved hers. After the mean things she'd said and did to _both_ of them? She didn't earn the kindness and warmth they gave to her.

"_I want nothing to do with it. If it were up to me, it'd be dead."_

She flinched, her own words coming back to haunt her. Why did she say something so _stupid_? So _mean_? She wasn't a mean person, at least she didn't like to assume she was a mean person but didn't that sentence alone prove that she was evil? How could a kind person wish death on _anything_? Truth was, a nice person _wouldn't_ do that. So in the end, after she'd said that, how could they both treat her the way they did?

From their first meeting at Mead Hall when she struck him, to when she touched him for the first time, to when he kept her safe in the cove, to this morning when he saved her; in just those moments alone, he never _ever_ went out of his way to hurt or scare her. How could she thank him for that?

"I'm sorry Toothless," She confessed, the thoughts spinning through her head. "I'm so sorry I hit you at the party. I was scared but that was no excuse. I didn't understand you or _anything_ at that point and I apologize."

He grunted.

"He is irresistible, isn't he?"

She twitched _hard_. Turning her head in the direction of the voice, she looked to the left to see Hiccup standing in the doorway of his father's home. He was leaned against the home with a smile on his face. The moment the couple's eyes locked, he removed himself from the frame and stepped toward her.

"You heard that?!" Her face lit up like a flame.

"I heard what I needed to." He stopped at her side, only stopping to bend over and reach out to her dog. "Hey Bug." He proceeded to place his left hand in between her ears and rub.

The moment he touched her, the pup perked up and wagged the stub of a tail she had. Unlike the time she nearly took off Snotlout's hand, she welcomed Hiccup's touch and actually seemed to _enjoy_ it. What the heck? Since when did Bug get along with anyone other than herself and Rye?! When did they become friends?

"Bug's barking woke me up," The trainer removed himself from his bent position and stood straight once again. "When I saw Toothless was gone, I came out to check on him."

"Ah," Her eyes darted away from him.

"She's cute," Hiccup said, his attention still stuck on the Pomeranian. "She looks a lot different from when she was here last. As I recall, she looked like a hedgehog."

He remembered? Why the heck would he remember something like that? The fact that he knew Bug's name alone was amazing! No one else, save for Rye, remembered that. It wasn't like a Viking, of his father's standards, to know small details that small. Maybe because back then he was still an outcast? He didn't have much else to do then.

"Hiccup," She broke her silence and finally turned his way. "I'm sorry about today. I was scared and I wanted to protect myself. I didn't see any other way how and-"

His hand lifted. "Don't worry about it."

_Don't worry about it_? How could she _not_ worry about what she did? She went against his first rule and brought a weapon to a lesson! And not only did she bring a knife, she tried to actually use it. What kind of person did that make her? It made her less than a Viking; even Vikings became friendly with dragons at some point!

"How could you say that?" Her brows furrowed and hands shook with embarrassment. "How could I do something so stupid?! Now that damn dragon is going to hate me forever and so will Astrid and the rest. I completely ruined everything."

"That's a bit extreme," Hiccup lowered his hand and looked at her with a set of stern eyes. "Stormfly has been through a lot worse than that. She'll be fine; you just need to listen to me next time. Oh," He softened his features and managed to smile again. "And the others don't _hate_ you. _Hate_ is what they felt for me a year ago."

"I'm sorry," Hea moved her hand to her face. "How could I compare my problems to yours?"

"Who's comparing?" He shrugged.

"I was. Again, I'm sor-"

"Sorry?" He tilted his head to the side. "You don't need to be sorry, Hea."

_Hea_? He said her name and damn, it sounded sweet. How could he make her feel better, just by saying her name? Was it the way he said it or the tone he said it in? It was like she was talking someone wise, much wiser than her. How could someone so young be so mature?

"If the dragons can learn to accept my dad, they have room for you."

"You really think so?"

"I know so."

Why did he _know_, how could he _know_? He was no fortune teller and he couldn't know her well enough to assume something like that, something had to make him sure but what? And even if he was sure beyond all logic and reasoning she didn't need to believe him and what he said but there was something there. Something that told her he was right, he knew what he was doing and he could guarantee that she'd be alright in the end. Was it because he was the son of the village chief or was it something else?

"We'll try again when you're ready." His voice broke her out of her stupor. "Next time just don't bring any kind of weapon."

"I can do that." She nodded a single time.

"I'll hold you to that." He brought his arms to his chest and crossed them. "Anyway, you should get back to sleep, it's late."

"It is." But why didn't she want to leave him? She broke her connection with the younger male and looked down to her dog with a smile. "Come on Bug."

Doing just as she was told, the tiny spitz followed after her. She took a few slow steps away from the trainer and his dragon before pausing. She couldn't just walk away from the boy who had changed her life in a matter of hours and days without a proper thanks. True, nothing would ever measure up to the gratitude she had toward him and his lizard but she had to let him know…somehow.

She glanced over her shoulder once and while a weak smile spoke. "Hiccup? Thanks."

His smile faded and a look of confusion washed over his features. "For what?"

"Everything."

The famous, awkward smile he was known for returned to his face. "No problem."

It wasn't much right now but what else could she do? Maybe someday in the future there would be a time when she could show him what he did for her really meant something. The words 'thank you' never tasted so bittersweet on her tongue. Her appreciation was small at this point but it was all she had to give.

Act End.


	14. Act Fourteen

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Fourteen

"I think we did pretty good our first day out." Rye smiled, falling back on her chair and throwing her arms up over her head for a well-earned stretch.

"Not bad at all," Hiccup muttered, his eyes still scanning over the various sheets of paper laid out in front of him.

After allowing her muscles to stretch, constrict and relax, she pulled her arms back down and placed them on the table before her. Mead Hall wasn't a bad idea for a meeting spot, there was plenty of food and ale to go around plus for the most part, it was pretty empty! The addition of all the table space also worked with the amount of papers they had to organize.

"Even though we had that incident with Hea, I got some really good notes." She looked forward, shooting Gobber a smile.

"Ah, there was never anything to worry about anyway," He said, shaking his prosthetic hand into the air. "Everything was under control!"

"Easy for you to say," The nurse shot the older male a glare. "I thought she was going to get hurt for sure. It was really scary." Her chin dipped downward, eyes falling on the papers at her fingertips.

The look in Stormfly's eyes, the sound of her roar, it almost seemed surreal when it was happening. How could she, as Hea's older sister, freeze up at a time like that? Her muscles had never felt heavier, like they were made out of lead or something. Her heart had to have stopped beating when it happened. And during her time of utter shock and panic, _he_ acted instead of her.

Rye lifted her head and allowed her eyes to move to the young man sitting beside her. Still caught up in his paperwork, he held his left index finger to his chin and hummed to himself as his eyes scanned over her handwriting. How could she ever thank him for doing something like that? He could have been hurt or even killed and yet he stuck it out for her sister. Did he just have enough confidence in Stormfly that she _wouldn't_ attack or was there more to it?

"I think we should have a few more sessions with Stormfly before moving on to someone else," Hiccup piped up, eyes still glued to the parchment in his hand.

"Who's next?" Gobber reached for his cup of ale. "How have you been coming along with Toothless' work up?"

He'd already started on the Night Fury chapter? This was news to her. "I didn't know you started." She said, moving her torso forward and leaned into the table.

"Yeah, I've been working on it for a while." He smiled to himself, placing down the sheet of paper and turning to her. "I just have to double check my spelling and grammar and we should be set."

"I can help with that stuff." Rye moved her right arm out and bent her elbow against the wooden surface.

"That's why you're here!" Gobber shot her a wink and placed his mug against his lips.

Her bottom lip poked out and her brows furrowed. "Yeah, yeah." She pouted before placing her cheek in her open palm.

"So how had Hea been? I haven't seen her in a few days." Hiccup moved his attention back to his work.

Oh? What was with the interest with her sister all of a sudden? They had _just_ changed the subject and here he was moving it back to the sheep herder! Sure, it'd been about five days since that incident with Stormfly but what Viking went around asking about the welfare of someone who _wasn't_ hurt?

"She's been working early morning and late nights so she's been pretty tired, she's been sleeping most of the time. Since she's only been home about two weeks, she isn't used to her work schedule yet." Her features softened and she leaned into the dragon tamer slightly. "Why?"

"Just wondering," He answered in a mild tone while stacking the papers in front of him.

"Uh huh." Eyebrows lifted and smirk spreading, she looked away from the boy and looked to Gobber.

The older Viking stared back at her, pulling his mug away from his mouth and shrugging his wide shoulders. Only keeping their contact for a few seconds, Gobber looked away and turned his focus elsewhere. Hm, were her hunches off or something? Wen was she ever wrong about stuff like this? Then again what did _she_ know? She was the last older woman on Berk to go unmarried and without children. Ah well, it wasn't like it was any of her business anyway!

"So, I think we're done for now." Rye removed her cheek from her hand and placed her back against her chair. "I'm gonna get out of here and do-"

The front doors to Mead Hall slammed open, making her flinch. Along with her partners, she jerked her chin to the left and looked out to see Fishlegs standing in the doorway. He appeared to be panting like he'd just finished a jog or something. After throwing the doors open, he ran into the hall, eyes stuck to the dragon trainer.

"What's wrong?" Hiccup jumped out of his seat and greeted the larger male.

"There's a hurt dragon," He explained between huffs and puffs. "It has a tear in its wing and it can't fly!"

"Hm, not good." Hiccup turned to Gobber, "Can you stitch it up?"

"I could," The grown Viking whirled around in his chair, facing the two younger boys. "But I think I'mma leave this one up to Rye." He nudged his chin in _her_ direction. "I can get the supplies if you'd like."

"Me?" Rye shoved her index finger into her chest. "Why me?"

"It'd be a good idea to get you used to workin' with dragons." He said with a rather confident smirk. "You've stitched up people before, what makes dragons so different?"

She narrowed her eyes. What the hell was he up to? It wasn't everyday he'd leave a big job, like this, up to her! Sure, she'd helped other people in the village with scrapes and deeper cuts but that did not mean she was ready for this!

"I think you better handle this," She let her brows flip upside down.

"Look Rye," Gobber stood up from his seat, keeping constant eye contact with her. "You best get familiar with dragons, not a lot of people on Berk are needin' your help right now. I need a partner to help me take care of the beasts."

A partner? And he was considering _her_? Her heart thumped in her chest and her lips parted in surprise. Was this a Viking's way of giving her a compliment or was he being honest? Ah hell, what did it matter? He gave her a job; she should do it and do it the best way she knew how! If he was going to place her on the spot like that and trust in her, it was only respectful to believe in his trust for her. Besides, that dragon needed someone and if that person had to be her, she was going to do all she could!

"Go bring the fella around my place," Gobber broke his connection with her and turned to Hiccup and Fishlegs. "I'll get everything ready."

"Come on Rye," Hiccup looked at her and nodded a single time. "Let's look at the damage."

Okay, she could do this. With a shove she pushed herself from the table and hopped out of her seat. She appeared at the two boy's sides within a matter of seconds and with her heart ready to pop out of her chest, she gave them the 'okay' to go. Fishlegs lead the way, turning on his heel and running out of the massive hall. She and the tamer followed at a safe distance, passing through the village without any hitch. They traveled a short few seconds until she saw a familiar group of teen Vikings near Gobber's house.

But where was the dragon?

"What's going on?" She said as she slowed her pace.

"Where is it?" Hiccup stopped about a foot behind her.

"Right here," Astrid spun around.

She leaned in closer, watching the blonde female as she held her cupped hands to her chest and allowed her fingers to open up. In the center of her hands sat a small Terrible Terror, trembling and hissing. This was the smallest Terror she'd ever seen! Was it a baby or something? The nurse leaned in closer, her heart slowing with every breath she took. It was so tiny and helpless! She had to help; she couldn't let a baby dragon go on with a hurt wing.

"Where did you find it?" She said, moving her own hands toward the smaller creature.

"It was at the outskirts of the village," At her left Snotlout leaned over with her and spoke.

"When we noticed it, it was limping." Astrid hummed in a soft voice. "And when I walked up to it, he let me pick him up without much of a fight."

"Not a good sign." Rye moved her index finger to the dragon.

"That's the smallest Terror I've ever seen," Hiccup said, no doubt hovering over her shoulder. "I know it's a baby but it's still so small."

Rye pushed her fingertip against the dragon's left wing. The smaller beast let out an immature roar and backed up further into Astrid's chest. It hadn't tried to bite, yet so why not get a better look. She extended the rest of her fingers to the infant reptile and in a slow motion, took hold of the wing. With the most gentle pressure she could apply, she pulled her wrist upward, spreading the tiny wing out. The terror squealed and began to fidget about, forcing her to move her left hand out and hold the dragon still. With it now motionlessness enough to inspect, she proceeded to open up it's wing.

"It's a tiny tear," She muttered, her eyes zooming in on the very small rip in the dragon's upper wing. "Two or three stitches should do it."

"Ouch," Fishlegs' voice seemed uneasy. "Will it hurt him?"

"Nah," She shook her head. "I'll make it quick enough so it's not as painful."

"Heh, I bet the rat squeals like a pig." Tuff's snickers forced her to roll her eyes.

"I remember _you_ cried like a baby when Rye stitched up your finger last spring." His sister released a giggle-snort, no doubt elbowing him in the gut in the process.

"You're exaggerating like always," He grunted in reply.

Rye released her fingertip from the little dragon's injured wing and pulled back just enough to where her hand was hovering right in front of its face. "He didn't put up a fight when you picked him up, hm?"

"He seemed pretty tired," Astrid sighed, her eyes still locked on the tiny reptile. "He was stumbling a lot."

Again she hummed to herself. "Lemme check something." She pressed the very tip of her index finger against the dragon's mouth and from there; she pushed up his lip to reveal his pale gums. "He's dehydrated."

"Aw man, you can tell that just by looking at him?" Snotlout's tone took on a higher pitch. "That is so cool, Rye you are so awesome."

Fighting off the urge to explode from embarrassment, she stood up straight and removed her hands from the dragon. "We need to get that tear stitched and then give him a good amount of water and food."

"Is that all? Then we can throw it back into the forest?" Ruff looked to her with a single brow lifted.

"By the looks of it, it's been separated from its mother," Hiccup moved in closer to Astrid and took a closer glance at the tiny beast. "I doubt she'll want him back after we've spent too much time with him. But," He pulled away and turned to the group once again. "We can keep a look out for her, just in case she comes back."

"Come on, the sooner we fix 'em up the better," Rye gave a single nod.

Without any objections from her younger audience, they followed after her as she made her way to Gobber's smaller home. Well, at least the injury wasn't as bad as Fishlegs made it out to be. It was a small cut, hell she'd repaired deeper slices than that! This should be easy! She'd impress the kids as well as Gobber and make them proud of her. Sure, she wasn't a nurse to many Vikings anymore but being a help to the dragons was just as good. Treating animals would be more of a challenge though, but that would be part of the fun!

Finding herself at her best buddies' doorstep sooner than expected, she wasted no time in knocking and entered the older man's home with a smile on her face. Once inside she saw her equipment prepared and ready at the table while Gobber stood in the back fiddling around with something.

"He just needs a few stitches," She announced, walking deeper into the home.

"Ah, good!" He whirled around, smile on his face. "Get to work then, doctor; show me what you've got."

_Don't be nervous, you got this. You've done this thousands of times before, this is nothing!_

"Okay," With a deep inhale, Rye turned back to the teens. "Can you put him on the table while I wash my hands? Oh and look for any other wounds that might be on his underbelly?"

"Sure," Astrid nodded and stepped toward the table with the Terror in hand.

The nurse stepped toward the sink, hands shaking in the slightest manner. Ugh, why did she have to get nervous, even about things she was good at? Having such a huge audience behind her, watching her every move didn't help either. Gah, what would happen if she fucked this up? Then again Gobber was there with her, supervising. He'd help for sure if something went wrong.

Once at the sink, she reached out to the metal faucet and with both hands began to pump. Three or four movements later a fresh flow of cool water began to flow. She removed her hands from the water pump and pushed her hand into the cool liquid. The crisp water made the four-eyed female shiver but she continued to rinse her hands until they seemed clean enough.

Noise from the kids behind her forced her to smile; they were so interested in that small thing? It _was_ cute though, being so tiny and helpless. She had to help it, just by the way it looked at her, he was really hurt. And being separated from its mother? That's the worst thing for a baby animal no matter what species it was! If there was some way she could make his small, young life more comfortable, then she was going to do help in any way possible.

Rye shook her hands over the sink, excess water flinging off her fingertips and hitting the metallic water pump and moved toward a stack of fresh towels. She grabbed the terrycloth and wiped her hands over and over until they were dry enough to work with. She tossed the now moist towel over her shoulder and returned to the table where the teens huddled around the tiny creature.

"Let's get started," She said, parting the crowd and standing in front of the table.

'_Cause my anxiety is shooting through the roof right now!_

Gazing down at the wooden surface below her, she saw the tiny Terror, balled up and shaking. No doubt he was scared, hungry, tired and in pain! Could it get any worse for the little guy? But even for a rouge, baby dragon he seemed pretty tame. Then again he was tired; maybe he didn't have enough energy to fight back. Time to fix him up, then he'd be feeling better in no time.

"He's an ugly rat with wings," Tuff appeared at her side, his upper lip curled.

"It's a _she_." Fishlegs corrected from the back.

"Ew," Tuff shot a glare over his left shoulder, "How do you _know_ that?"

"A little girl, huh?" Rye moved her two hands out to the dragon and with a gentle touch, patted the tiny female on the head. "I'm sorry we called you a boy, no wonder you're in a bad mood!"

The Terror backed away the moment her skin touched its scales and released a long, tired, dry hiss. Aw, so she was feeling parched? Hm, the sooner she fixed the baby up, the sooner it could get a nice long drink of water. After that it would be a strict diet of red meat! This little girl needed spoiling after all she'd probably been through.

"No other cuts on her?" Rye said as she placed her hands on the Terror.

"No," Astrid shook her head.

"Good," She took her right hand and gently stroked the tiny dragon's head. "I need a few people to hold her down while I get my needle and thread ready."

"On it." Hiccup pushed his way through the larger boys and once beside Astrid, put his hands on the dragon's back.

The four-eyed female tore herself away from the 'operating table' and turned to the counter on her right. There sat Gobber's box of medical supplies and just as he'd promised before, everything appeared ready for use. Finding the smallest needle in the box, she plucked it out. Time for the thread. Sorting through the larger, thicker pieces of string, it took her a moment or two before she found just what she was looking for. With both instruments were out, she proceeded to prepare them. Trying once, twice then four times, she finally strung the thin string through the tiny eye of the needle.

_Thank you crappy eyes._

That done, she went to the end of the thread and knotted it. With a deep inhale and exhale, she turned around to face her younger peers once again. She could do this; she'd done it how many times before? This was easy! If she could put up with Tuff's struggling and crying last year when _he_ needed stitches, she could treat a tiny dragon. Besides, it was just two or three pulls, it wouldn't take long.

_You can do this._

She approached the table once again, hands now sweating and shaking. Damn, why did her anxiety have to come in the way of everything? Ugh, it was because there were so many people in the room! The pressure of doing this perfectly was just too high! If she fucked up something this simple, then she'd be messing up in front of _everyone_.

"Why are you shaking, scared or something?" Ruff's voice caught her off guard, making her flinch.

"Don't even worry about it," She looked away from the slender blonde and looked back to the dragon.

The smaller beast looked to her while its whole body trembled. She was scared too, huh? Damn, the little dragon had to be more scared than anyone right now. How could she mentally complain about being nervous when the tiny reptile was probably fearing for its life? She had to be strong, not only to gain a better grip on the situation but for the injured animal. She needed help more than ever; there was no way she could mess up now.

_Now or never!_

"Hold her down but not too tight." Rye leaned in closer to the infant creature with her hands pointed in its direction. "I'm starting."

"Right," Astrid, alongside Hiccup, held to the dragon's skinny neck.

She took in one last deep breath through her nose before taking hold of the reptile's injured wing. Once in hand, she pulled out her right hand, needle secure between her fingers, and pushed the point of the metal against the thin skin of the wing. She shut her eyes as she drove the needle into the dragon, the sounds of the Terrible Terror echoing through the small house. Was she hurting? It had to hurt; she had a sharp object in her skin!

_I can't wait too long, the sooner this is done the better._

With a swift jerk, she pulled the thin thread through the skin until the knot rested against the wing. Now with the needle on the backside of the animal, she pushed the point through the skin once again, the string following. She watched with narrowed eyes as the skin came together beneath the thread. Good, just to more times and this would be over.

"Just a little longer," She muttered, pushing the needlepoint through the wing once again.

She picked up the pace with her work while the Terror released a string of howls and hisses as she brought the string in and out, making the second stitch and then the third. Finishing up her tailor work, she removed the thread from the eye of the needle and dropped the small metal to the table. With a quick flip of the wrist and twist here and there, she knotted the string tight.

"Scissors?" Her arm shot out to her side.

"Scissors!" Fishlegs appeared at her left and placed said tool in her hand.

She moved the two open blades to the thread and as close to the knot as she could get, she snipped. Rye pulled the scissors away from the tiny Terror and moved backward. Just as she finished, Hiccup and Astrid removed their grips from the creature as well, allowing it to move freely on the wooden surface.

"Not bad, Rye!" Gobber came from around the counter and gave her a hardy pat to the back. "See? Everything turned out fine! You'll make a great vet!"

Vet? Three stitches to a _Terrible Terror_, a baby one at that, hardly made her a vet! But then again why fight it; the more she denied his compliment the more he'd give it. Better to shut her trap now and just accept what he said. She didn't need to feel anymore the center of attention then she already was.

Anyway, it wasn't supposed to be about her right now anyway, this dragon needed someone to take care of her. She was just a baby after all _and_ hurt. Turning her eyes away from Gobber, she looked back to the group of teen Vikings to see them studying the Terror with great interest.

"Now," Rye stepped to the table and reached over the sea of kids to pick up the reptile. "She's going to need a lot of rest, water and food."

"I think she's gonna need to stay with someone for a while," Hiccup crossed his skinny arms over his chest. "We can't have her ripping out those stitches."

"I'm not taking it," Snotlout's hands shot up to his collarbone. "I'll forget about it for sure!" He then shot a glare toward the twins, "You two take care of it!"

"What?" Ruff's cheek twitched. "I don't want it!"

"Don't look at me," Tuff pouted.

"I would," Astrid's chin fell. "But I already have Stormfly to groom on a regular basis; I can't give her my full attention."

"Fishlegs?" Hiccup leaned in the larger boy's direction. "You probably know more about Terrible Terrors than anyone else."

The blond flinched at the sound of his name and stood stiff. "That's a little too much pressure! What if she gets hurt under my watch or something?!"

Rye rolled her eyes and turned away from the teens, the infant dragon still in her arms. With her left arm bent against her bust, she allowed it to lean into her elbow. Almost as if she were feeling better, the Terror closed its eyes and lowered its chin. With a small sigh, it nuzzled against her warmth and curled its tail around her wrist.

Aw, why did she have to be so cute? And all alone? It was just like her! How many times, especially when her sister was away, did she feel like she was the only person in the world? Even with Stoick and Gobber around, she still felt alone in her own home. This little girl needed someone to look after her but _she_ needed someone to look after. Hea was grown now and could obviously take care of herself. Maybe this baby was what she needed, to feel important again.

Amongst all the chatter going on behind her, she spoke. "I'll take her."

The teens stopped talking almost as if she'd said something offensive. But instead of turning around to see their expressions, she lifted her right hand and stroked the dragon's head. Why did this feel right? After all, she was best suited for the job! She didn't have much work and she knew what the Terror needed most so why not? It wouldn't be easy but she'd looked after Bug before! It wasn't like she had no experience. Besides, it would be a learning curve for them both.

"Rye, you can't." Astrid said.

She spun around, only to find a group of shocked Vikings. "Why not? She needs me and I know exactly how to take care of her."

"Duh, what about Hea?" Ruff rolled her eyes.

Shit, she'd forgotten about that. But Hea would understand, right? This dragon needed her, more than anyone had ever needed her before. How would she feel if she left it under someone else's care on to have it get injured somehow? She'd never forgive herself! She had to do this on her own, besides it might desensitize Hea to dragons in the meantime. Either way, this was meant to happen, she could _feel_ it. This dragon was meant for _her_ and _her only_.

"She'll just have to understand." Rye tore her eyes away from the teens and looked down to her dragon.

"But what about what happened with Stormfly?" Astrid took a step forward with her arms extended.

"Astrid's right," Fishlegs moved his hands in front of his wide chest and twiddled with his fingers. "What if she hurts it?"

"She won't."

"But how can you be sure?" Snotlout's voice dropped.

"Yeah, she's gonna freak for sure." Tuff huffed.

"Look," Rye tore her eyes away from the Terror and looked back at the group, "This dragon is half of Bug's size and she's a baby! How much damage could she do?"

"Terrible Terrors can be aggressive," Astrid's arms dropped and her frown deepened. "What if someone gets hurt? Can you deal with that?"

"I trust Hea."

"But we don't." Tuff scoffed.

"I say give her a chance," Gobber said from across the table, "Nothing's gonna happen, I promise. Who knows, this little beast could become a great part of the family!"

"We need someone to watch her regardless," Rye turned away from her older friend and back to the younger kids. "Why not let me do it, no one else seems to be up for it."

Astrid broke her eye contact with the nurse and looked over her shoulder at the chief's son. "What do you think? Is this a good idea?"

"Hm," Hiccup removed his right hand from his chest and cupped his chin. "I don't think it's a bad idea. No one knows how to take care of someone injured like Rye, plus she has the time to watch the dragon carefully. I have to side with Rye on this one."

"Thanks," She smiled toward the crippled boy.

"We could also get a lot of information on Terrible Terrors this way," Gobber's voice made her heart beat a bit faster.

"Fine," Ruff shrugged her shoulders.

"Okay then, its settled!" The oldest Viking lifted his arm into the air, almost in triumph. "Rye, enjoy your new dragon."

Fishlegs broke away from the group and approached her, his eyes locked on the Terror. "What are you going to name her?"

"Phobos," Rye gazed down at her pet, her chest swelling. "Her name is Phobos."

Act End.


	15. Act Fifteen

So, it's been awhile since my last update. I've had a lot going on; I apologize. But! I do have eight more chapters of this fic that I have to post. I'm getting along (slowly). Anyway, I really do appreciate all of the reviews/watches/favs/hits! It means a lot to me!

From here on out, until I'm caught up on updates, I'll be posting once a week. Thanks for returning for chapter fifteen I hope you come back for sixteen! Much love.

* * *

><p>Unnecessary Culture Shock<p>

Act Fifteen

A clash of dishes in the kitchen made her wiggle between her sheets. Voices caused her grunt and roll over. The sound of scattering feet against the hard floor forced her to grab at the pillow and shove it over her head. Ugh, why did they have to be so loud?! Did they even stop to think that she might be sleeping? She did have midnight shifts as a sheep herder after all! She deserved some sleep, she _was_ working tonight!

"Whoa, cool!"

That's it! Throwing all of her blankets and pillows aside, Hea threw her legs over the edge of her bed and forced herself to stand up right. Who the hell thought it was a good idea to come around when _she_ was trying to get a decent day's sleep?! Did they _want_ the village's sheep to be safe? If she hadn't rested enough, she wouldn't be able to do her job right!

She glanced downward to see the pair of white shorts around her hips. Her eyes moved upward until her near bare shoulders made her sigh. Was it a good idea to go confronting a group of teens while wearing _these_ pajamas? Ugh, she wasn't about to get dressed just so she could yell at them then go back to sleep! It was just a pair of shorts and an under shirt, it wasn't like she was naked or anything!

Leaving her nagging mental notes behind, she stormed her way through the tiny home until she saw the light of the afternoon flooding the living area. Standing around the kitchen table was Astrid and her gang along with Rye. They were huddled around _something_, and that _something_ had to be the topic of all the noisy interest! Best shut this down now; she had sleep to catch up on!

"What the hell, guys? I'm trying to sleep!" The sound of her loud, angry voice made the group stiffen and turnabout. "You know I have a job to do tonight, keep it down!"

Several pairs of wide eyes met hers and made her to relax. Did she throw them off by yelling or was it something else? Why were they staring at her like she had just walked into something she wasn't supposed to? This was _her_ house!

Fighting off the urge to blush, right after her shouting session, her vision fell to the Hiccup. The smaller boy looked back at her with his brows lifted and lips slightly parted. Okay, she gazed right to see Tuff with his eyes placed _elsewhere_. Following the invisible line of his sight, she found herself looking down at her bare legs. Shit, really? Maybe walking out in front of teenage boys like this _was_ a bad idea.

"S-sorry, Hea." Fishlegs' trembling tone made her return to the matters at hand.

"What's got everyone here? I have to sleep, you know that." Hea moved her arms across her bust.

"Uhhh," Snotlout's eyes continued to flicker from her to the kitchen table, which was blocked from her view.

Okay, that wasn't the answer she was looking for. Something was up, for sure now.

"Nothing!" Ruff scooted closer to her brother, covering the small gap in the group.

"Yeah, go back to sleep or something." Tuff shot her a nasty glare.

"Uh huh," Her brow lifted and her right knee locked. "Rye?"

"Look, there's something we have to tell you," Her older sister broke away from the teens and extended her arms outward.

"But try not to be angry!" Fishlegs' head sunk between his shoulders.

Her brow arched even further. So what, now they were going to tell her out to feel? No way. "I'll be the judge whether to be angry or not." She made certain to direct a glare in their direction.

"That doesn't sound good already," Snotlout gave a long sigh.

"It's not a big deal," Astrid's smooth voice made her muscles relax. "Not unless you make it out to be, that is."

She tensed again. "What's _that_ supposed to mean?"

"She's gonna freak out anyway, lets finish this!" Ruff made an effort to sneer at her, as if _she_ were the one making the disturbing noise.

"Hey! This is _my house_! If want you out, all I have to do is say it!" Hea tore her arms from her bust and threw them down to her sides. "You guys have no respect for your elders."

"Ladies, ladies," Snotlout broke away from the group and stepped between her and the other offending females. "We can work this out."

"Hey," A small body pushed Snotlout aside with a gentle touch. Hiccup appeared before her with his usual look of sense and calmness. "We ran into an issue and we worked most of it out and we wanted to let you know what's going on."

"Somebody could have said that from the start," She felt a rush of relaxation flood her body. "What's going on? Bug's obviously not missing this time." Hea nudged her chin in the direction of the tiny, sleeping Pomeranian.

"Astrid found a baby dragon at the edge of the village and it was hurt." Rye turned away from her and looked to the table behind the group. "And I had to repair a broken wing with a few stitches."

Okay, big deal. What now? "Go on."

"Because she's a baby, she'll probably rip out the stitching so," Finally finished with her business at the table, she turned back around, holding a tiny animal in the palms of her hands. "She's staying here with me."

The tension from opposing females, sleeplessness and embarrassment vanished the moment her large brown eyes locked on the dragon. Small enough to fit in a large pocket and far too scrawny to cook over a roaring flame; it lifted its head and stared back at her. It made a strange cooing, chirping sound as it wrapped its skinny tail around Rye's wrist and jerked every so often to look at anything that caused a sound. It moved like a hummingbird and looked as smart as a clam, there was _no way_ that _thing_ was staying with them!

"No, no, no!" Hea lifted her arms, crossed them over her chest and jerked them outward in one sweep. "There's no _way_ that thing is staying in _my_ house, absolutely not!"

"I told ya she'd say that," Tuff leaned into Rye with a whisper.

"Hea," The oldest female pulled her cupped hands closer to her chest. "This is my house too and I need her here."

"Need or _want_?" She leaned forward, brows furrowed and frown deeper set than before. "I can't have a _dragon_ in the house! I'm scared of those things! You know it'll only cause problems, it'll destroy everything we own!"

"It's sick right now, Hea." Astrid placed her hands to her hips.

"It'll recover!"

"But it's just a baby," Fishlegs plead.

"It's gonna grow!"

"What are you scared of a little dragon?" Tuff moved out of his spot in line and presented her with a challenge far too tiring to consider.

Her index finger shot outward and pointed toward her offender. "Not gonna work, I'm not having reptile in my home! Why can't anyone side with _me_ on this one? I'm still scared!"

"Oh come on," Snotlout shrugged his shoulders and smiled at her. "It's no big deal, you'll hardly know its here."

"Have you thought about Bug?" Hea dropped her arm, turned slightly to the left to reveal the dog in question before looking to her elder sister. "What if it hurts her? If something happens to Bug I'll never forgive a'one of you! She was here _before_ this termite and she'll be here long after!"

"You have my word, she won't hurt Bug," Hiccup piped up from beside his cousin.

She moved her eyes to the slender boy in front of her, "How can you promise me that? These are wild animals, you can't predict what they're gonna do!"

"We'll train her," Rye's eyebrows turned upside down. "She's an orphan, she needs someone to look after her or she could die." Her fingers clenched around the tiny dragon in her palms.

"Can't you guys take care of it? Why does it have to be _our_ house?" Heartstrings snapping with each passing moment, she glanced to the teens.

"We all have our own dragons to take care of, Hea." Hiccup answered for the group. "Rye is the only person who has the time to do this. Plus, if something happens where her stitches come out, Rye knows out to fix it."

No one else knows out to sew? Psh, as if. Sure, she didn't want the little bug to die or suffer but why did it have to be under Rye's watch? Couldn't _anyone _else take care of it? There were dozens of Vikings in the village without pets! What made this little parasite so special that her sister wanted to care of it? It was little, skinny and pathetic-looking! Not to mention it could spit fire whenever it felt fit to!

"But!"

"I _want_ to take care of her," Rye moved her hands to her face while the small dragon lifted its neck to meet her. "There's something about her, I want to keep her safe and protect her for as long as I can. I don't have a job, dragon or any kind of pet to keep me busy either. I need her just as much as she needs me."

Well shit. Stiff muscles relaxed and her frown faded away. She needed that dragon? Why? Why had she invested so much in an animal she'd just met? Was it anything like the moment she first saw Bug? The moment when her eyes locked with the Pomeranian puppy and her heart instantly followed? No, that kind of zing could never happen with a _dragon_. Dragons weren't pets or friends they were _things_, like horses or cattle…right? No one could ever love a dragon the way she loved her dog.

And still, here she was fighting against a group of avid dragon supporters. There had to be _something_ about those creatures that had them coming back for more. Vikings weren't soft about anything, let alone animals so what was it?

"You gave Toothless a chance," Astrid's deep voice echoed through the room but she refused to move. "Give Phobos a chance too."

"You _named_ it?" Her jaw dropped. "If you name something that means you intend on keeping it!" Her hands darted up to her face, palms covering her eyes.

Gah, what was she supposed to do now? It was plain as day that her sis was emotionally attached to that _thing_. Shoot, she'd even gone out of her way to name it! How could she tear away something her sister seemed to love? That would be like someone ripping Bug out of her arms at the time the dog needed her the most. She could act as slick and cool as she wanted but she wasn't _heartless_.

_What am I getting myself into?_

"Once you get used to her, she won't be so scary." Hiccup's voice made her flinch. "I think it's a good step two."

Dragging her fingers down her face, she focused her vision on the shorter male, "Don't you remember what happened last time? I tried to _hurt_ Stormfly. What happens if I get scared again?"

"I can take all the knives out of your house." He said with a single shrug.

"I still need to function," She grunted in reply. "But you can take my hunting knife, I guess."

"Does that mean you'll let Phobos stay?" An instant smile erupted on Snotlout's face.

Her eyes snapped open and her arms darted out in front of her chest. "No! I didn't say that! I was just…ugh." Allowing her arms to slump forward she sighed. "I'm gonna need time to think this over."

"We don't have time," Astrid's comment made her sink deeper to the ground. "Phobos needs someone to watch her _now_ so she doesn't rip out her stitches."

"If you can reach out and touch Toothless you can do this." Hiccup managed to break into a smile, for whatever reason before continuing, "You don't have to look, feed or even touch Phobos. She'll just be a decorative house piece."

Very funny.

"Hell, you've even rode on Toothless before!" Catching the chief's son's contagious smile, Rye's tone lightened. "You got this!"

"Yeah well, Toothless is a lot cuter than this…thing." Hea waved her right hand in the dragon's direction. "It doesn't even look like a dragon! It's more like a rat."

"See?" Tuff looked to his peers, "I'm not the only one to think that."

"Hey!" Rye moved her right hand out from beneath Phobos and proceeded to stroke the tiny dragon's head. "She's perfect the way she is! Isn't that right, baby?"

_Baby_? Ew. But then again, when had she ever heard her sister use the word _baby_ affectionately? It wasn't like they were separated in age enough to use pet names for one another and she sure as hell didn't have any significant other on Berk. So that only meant one thing; that she really cared for this stupid rat.

_Man, I really don't want that thing here._

Then again...

In the midst of being petted, the baker watched as Phobos lifted her head into Rye's hand. It took a moment to shut its large eyes and rub against her hand. Was it enjoying being cuddled? It was a baby, maybe it needed a mother? Older dragons didn't snuggle like that, did they? It wasn't like she'd know any different, she'd just met and got close to Toothless a week or so ago. Either way, she couldn't deny what she was looking at. This tiny, sad excuse for a dragon was being affectionate with her sister. Phobos didn't really _love_ Rye back, did she?

Could she?

_Can dragons love?_

If that animal made her best friend happy, how could she dare try and take it away from her? She couldn't, she _wouldn't_. If something like this made her sister that excited, make her feel that needed then she would have to tolerate it. She may not like that stupid little reptile but she could _tolerate_ it.

"She can stay."

As if she'd just slapped every person in the room, they all stopped at stared at her. With dropped jaws and arched brows, they refused to say a word. Had she offended anyone? She said what they wanted her to say, right? Maybe her words came out wrong; maybe she'd actually said the opposite or something. Ugh!

"…what?" She backed away an inch or two, her face lighting up.

"Really, Hea?" Rye's eyes appeared to gloss over.

"Y-yeah," Her head sank between her shoulders as her face grew hotter. "Just be sure to keep it away from me! And it better be trained to 'go' outside!"

"We're working on it." The shocked look fading from his face, Hiccup made sure to smile at her.

"Good!" She felt the ends of her lips curl up as she stared at the original dragon tamer. "'Cause I'm _not_ cleaning up after it."

Act End.
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"Just be sure to be back soon, it's getting late."

"Sure, just a few times around the village and we'll be right back." Hiccup shot a smile in his father's direction as he shut the front door.

Did Toothless really need a night walk? No but he had to think of a good excuse to get out. If his dad knew he wanted to go out just to talk to Hea, he'd object for sure. After all, they really didn't seem to get along. Not to mention fleeing the house at _night_ to talk to an _older woman_ didn't sound like a great idea.

But, as long as he got what he needed done then what was the real problem? With her work schedule making her sleep most days, it hardly left him time to go and see her. Tonight was a chance to get her, alone, and talk things over. Congratulating her on taking in Phobos was of course, high on the list.

Making his way through the village he knew so well with his dragon at his side, he looked left and right making sure no one else could be around to see him. That's all he needed to have someone like Snotlout or Tuff follow him and intrude on their private conversation. Sure, it was a blast having everyone around but the chef always seemed to have a wall up with them around. Better get her alone while he had the opportunity, it'd be best for the both of them.

With the sheep pen in sight, he picked up his pace until he was at the gates. The moment his hands landed on the mental lock, the sheep herder glanced his way. Seated in her usual spot on the large rock just feet from the entrance, she whirled her chin over her left shoulder, her brown eyes locking with his. She didn't seem surprised or even angry that he'd shown up, instead she looked at him with a mild, plain expression.

He unlocked the gate in an instant and opened it before allowing Toothless to step inside. After his partner was secure, he walked into the fenced off area, locking the gate behind himself when he was finished. That done, both he and his pet approached the older female and her faithful watchdog with a smile.

"Hey."

"What are you doing out so late?" Finally a smile appeared on her lips. "You should get some rest while you can."

"Eh, I'm good." Once close enough, he took a seat beside her. "I wanted to come out and check on you."

"Oh?" Her eyes moved from him and landed on the Night Fury behind him. "What about your beast here? Coming to check on me too?"

"He's a people pleaser, what can I say?" He gave a simple shrug before glancing over his shoulder, watching the dragon lay in the grass.

The sound of the grass crunching beneath Toothless made the Pomeranian, who was sleeping several feet away, wake from her slumber. Ears shot into the air and almost as if someone poked her with a hot spike, she jumped to her feet and spun around. Once her black almond eyes landed on the dragon, she sped toward him. With a foot or two separating to the two animals, she stood strong with her legs still and her fur puffed out. She lowered her head and proceeded to release a small snarl.

"Bug," Hea hissed, "Leave him alone."

Refusing to take her owner's advice, the dog continued until she caught the Night Fury's attention. He lifted his larger neck from the dirt and turned to face the small pup. After making eye contact he extended his reach toward her and sniffed. With his nostrils twitching, the Pomeranian's growls grew louder and more fierce, was she going to bite or something? Toothless' lips parted after his nose came to a halt and his mouth opened. His pink tongue poked out his mouth and before the dog could make any kind of getaway, he ran his muscle against her furry muzzle.

"Awww," Hea broke out into a fit of giggles. "Poor Bug."

With the side of her face covered with saliva, Bug pulled away from Toothless and shook her head from left to right. She then lifted her right paw and brushed the end of her foot against her nose. She released one last snort before running away from the dragon and back to Hea's side.

"Was he tasting you?" She said, reaching out to her pet and gently wiping the spit from her face.

He felt a small chuckle leave his lips as he looked away from the girls and turned back to his partner. "How was it, buddy? Too much fur?"

Instead of giving any kind of verbal answer, Toothless lifted his foot to his mouth and pawed at his lips. He then pulled his head back and began to make a series of faces as the fur on his tongue moved from the front of his mouth to the back.

"I thought so."

"So," The sound of the female beside him made the tamer turn her way. "Was there something you needed?"

"No, not really." He gave a light shake of the head. "But I did want to say congratulations on the new addition to your house."

"Oh, _that_." The smile on her face vanished and she rolled her eyes. "That little runt is gonna be more trouble than it's worth. It cries nonstop."

"She's a baby," He leaned back and placing his arms back to support himself. "A hurt one at that, she's gonna be hungry and tired most of the time."

"I'm so tired," She pulled her to hands to her face and rubbed her eyes. "It kept me up most of the day! Bug wasn't _that_ demanding when she was a baby."

"This is her first day at home," He couldn't help but smile as the girl beside him moved her hands out of her face. "She's just adjusting, it'll get easier."

"I hope so," She refused to turn his way and instead gazed upward. "Or I'll end up skinning it and making it into dragon stew. Not much meat on 'er though, it'll be just enough for one serving."

"Oh yeah?" He laughed even if he was unsure if she was kidding or not.

"Yeah! I'll make one boot with the skin; wait until Rye gets another then make the second shoe."

That was a rather _grim_ sense of humor. Ah well, it was refreshing anyway, seeing her in a kidding mode rather than an angry or scared one. Sure, she wasn't exactly comfortable but it was better than nothing right? She had opened up and let a dragon into her _home_, of course she was going to be a little uneasy. But she seemed to be holding up well.

"It must have been hard, letting Phobos stay." His features softened. "I know you're still scared, especially after what happened with Stormfly."

She lowered her chin from the sky but kept her eyes staring forward. All emotion of joking gone now, she took in a deep breath through her nose. "I couldn't take the one thing that made her happy, even if it was a dragon. I might not like it but the least I can do is tolerate it. For Rye's sake."

"It still had to be difficult."

"Sure," She nodded her head once. "But after all the terrible things I've done, by leaving her, I couldn't make her sad again. Instead of telling her how I really felt I ran away but I'm not going to run this time. I won't leave her alone again."

"Have we convinced you to stay here on Berk?" He watched her eyes, studying their every movement.

"I don't even want to think about it."

Was that a yes or no? The fact that she was still considering it was troublesome. How would Rye feel if she left again, how would they _all_ feel if she left again? Things wouldn't be the same and if she left this time, it was a given that she'd never come back. The thought of her, never seeing her again…it hurt.

"If there's any way I can convince you to stay here, tell me." He moved his eyes away from her and looked down to the right.

"I'll be sure to let you know."

He felt a sigh leave his lungs as the field grew silent. Berk wasn't all bad, the dragons could be tamed but she was still scared. What if they couldn't change that? What if she stayed fearful forever? If she left, Rye would be broken, even if she had Phobos at her side. Things wouldn't be the same on the tiny island. Sure, she wasn't a Viking and she hated dragons but she was still part of their family. When she left more than a year ago it was okay because there was always the promise that she'd return but this time, there wouldn't be a 'next time'.

"You know," He cleared his throat but still refused to look her way. "If you left, Tuff wouldn't have anyone to tease anymore."

A small, muffled laugh made his ear vibrate. "Is that right?"

"Sure."

"I'm glad that's what I needed for."

His back stiffened almost beyond his control he looked to his left. She remained in the same position he'd left her in, staring up at the stars. "You know that's not all you're good for, Hea. We _want_ you here."

Her eyes bounced back to the ground. Like she needed to digest what he'd just told her, she paused. What about that was strange? Wasn't it like any other community, that they all needed to stay together but because they had to but because they _wanted_ to. He'd been an outcast once, no one ever needed to feel that way _ever_. If he could be accepted, welcomed and cherished then so could she. In all reality, she'd never been unwelcomed, even when she and her sister first came to Berk; the village elder opened her arms and accepted them. Even with Tuff's constant teasing, they all liked her from day one. She didn't need to feel unwanted because that couldn't be farther from the truth.

As his words hit her, she finally turned his way, "Do you want me here?"

His heart stopped for just a brief moment. "Of course." Gulping down his nervousness he watched her eyes. "Why wouldn't I? Why else would I teach you 'the basics'?"

Her eyes moved away once more. "I don't know."

She didn't think too highly of herself, did she? Was it because for more than a year she was on her own? He'd just assumed, for the longest time, that she'd met many people in her travels and had hundreds of adventures. Maybe that was wrong, maybe she was alone the whole time. With the exception of Bug, maybe she relied on herself and no one else so the idea of someone other than Rye, wanting her around seemed strange.

"We all want you to stay here, that's why we're working so hard to get you used to dragons." He said, heart beating faster than it should given the moment.

"You say that but it's only _you_ helping me." She turned her head further away. "Besides Rye, I mean."

That wasn't true, was it? Everyone had shown up that day with Stormfly, wasn't that proof enough for her? And even if he _was_ the only person who wanted to stay…why would that be a problem?

"Isn't that enough?"

Wasn't _he_ enough of a reason? She had agreed to the training, hadn't she? Did that mean that he was enough? Maybe she only wanted to stay with Rye. It wouldn't be that much of a surprise, after all Rye refused to leave and she wanted to stay wherever her older sister was staying. This had nothing to do with him; it was as simple as that. He meant nothing to her, he was a kid compared to her.

"Of course that's enough. You're more than enough."

His heart stopped for the second time that evening. Mind lost between all the pervious thoughts lingering in his mind and the words she'd just uttered, he stared at her, eyes wide and jaw dropped. When had anyone ever said that to him before? People on Berk never expressed emotion as openly as that. Maybe it was because she wasn't a real Viking, she was from a world he'd never seen or could even imagine. Were all city folk like Hea?

"I don't know why I'm complaining," She grunted, head still turned away from him. "I'm just being stupid because I'm frustrated. I want to like and not be scared of dragons _right now_ but it's not happening and I'm being a kid about it."

"You're eager," He managed to find the air to speak through his internal shock, "That's a good thing. You'll get there, I'm sure."

"Gah!"

He twitched and watched as the woman beside him threw her arms into the air. Grunting, she jumped out of her makeshift seat and stood up. Hands clenched into fists at her side, she took a step or two forward, her back facing him.

"What's wrong?" He cocked a thick brow.

"I don't get it!" Her head sank between her tense shoulders. "I don't understand why you're so nice to me! How could you, Hiccup, be so nice to the people who shunned you before? I'm one of those people!"

"Hea?"

"All those years I was here and didn't stand up for you, I might as well have teased you with the rest!" Her voice strained like she was on the brink of tears. "I feel like I'm taking advantage of you because everyone else accepts you now!"

Heart thumping hard enough to make him sweat, he took in a shaky breath of air. "You're not taking advantage of me, Hea."

"Of course I am!" She lifted her arms several inches before shoving them back at her sides. "I'm sorry I wasn't there for you back then, I was just scared. I was afraid that if I stood up for you, they'd tease me too and I couldn't handle that. I'd rather be alone than be tortured the way you were. And I left you alone to deal with that, I'm so sorry."

Where was all of this coming from? Had she been holding this in all along? Why was she bearing all of these thoughts like she could do something about it back then? She had nothing to do with what happened a year ago. She wasn't a Viking; she was an outsider, a city girl trying to find her place in a Viking community. Of course she would do anything to avoid the ridicule he faced! She didn't have to feel bad about that. That was then, things were different now; he had it in his heart to forgive everyone else, he could do the same for her.

"I appreciate the apology," His heart finally slowing down to a pace he could feel comfortable in, he glanced to the floor. "Thank you."

"Hm."

"Let's forget about it, okay?" He pulled his eyes from the ground and looked to her. "It's not a big deal anymore."

"I-"

"Hiccup!" The sound of his father's heavy voice through the wind made the smaller male sit up straight. "Hiccup!"

"Eh," He pushed himself out of his seat and stood upward. He looked to see Hea now turned around, her eyes on the village behind the field. "Sorry about that, I told my dad I'd only be out for a few minutes."

"Don't worry about it." A small smile tugged at her lips.

"Come on Toothless," He turned to his dragon and jerked his arm. "Before he comes out looking for us."

"I enjoyed our talk," Hea took a step closer to him, making him face her. "We should do it more often."

He smirked. "Sure."

"Good night."

"Good night, stay warm."

She nodded a single time.

He turned away from the sheep herder, his heart still throbbing from moments passed. Why did he want to stay? It wasn't like she wanted to talk to him, was it? She wasn't a Viking and she was older than him, why would she _want_ to talk to him? Then again she did say…

"_I enjoyed our talk. We should do it more often."_

And…

"_You're more than enough."_

She wouldn't lie, would she? She didn't have any reason to! Maybe she was just being polite or even grateful because of the help he was giving her. She was a different person, from a completely different world and she would have no use for someone like him.

Right?

Act End.
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A sharp sensation on her collarbone made her wince. Instead of opening her eyes grunted and moved her hand to her face. With the back of her hand she stroked her cheek and sighed. Before she could resume her dreams a chirp made her twitch. Oh no, not again. Sure of what she'd see when she opened her eyes, she groaned to herself, allowing her right eye to flutter open. Blurry images soon became clear and there sitting on her chest was a familiar face.

"RYE!" Hea lifted her head several inches away from the pillow only to drop it seconds later once Phobos came into view. "Your stupid animal is bothering me, _again_!"

She wasn't about to wait for her sister to come in and pluck the dragon off her body, instead she flipped her tired torso over to the left side. Once that was finished, she jerked the covers up over her head, forcing the baby reptile to roll off her bed.

"Phobos! Come."

Well, her sister didn't have to sound so _normal_ and _calm_ about it or anything! After all, that stupid Terror was interrupting her sleep! Ugh, what was this the second time this week that creature decided to crawl up on her chest and watch her sleep?! Not only was it creepy but her damn nails were sharp as knives! Didn't dragons require some kind of grooming or something? Psh, like she'd know anything about that.

"Hea, you're still sleeping?" The sound of Rye's voice became louder, like she'd stepped into the bedroom. "You had the morning off, didn't you?"

With her nose buried in her pillow and her blanket tucked over her head she huffed, "Yeah, so?"

"You've been home for three weeks; you should try to get back on schedule."

Ugh, it'd only been _three_ weeks? Shoot, felt longer than that! Then again the past five days watching her sister nurse an injured dragon made time tick away slower than usual. Ah well, at least that stupid lizard was feeling better. It had to be time to take out those stitches; Phobos _was_ living up to her name as a Terrible _Terror_. Jumping all over the place, knocking things over, crawling all over her and jumping in Bug's bed when the dog was away! Things _were_ going to get easier, right?

_They'd better._

"Maybe you should try getting up." The sound of Rye turning away from the bedroom made the chef tear the blanket from her body.

"Fine."

As usual her older sis was right, maybe she _should_ try getting back on schedule. After all, three weeks on Berk and she still didn't have her head straight? It was about time she fell into a daily ritual. Maybe she wouldn't be so tired if things feel into place. This _was_ her day off too, perhaps a little time outside would do her some good! Dreaming away a vacation day seemed like such a waste.

Picking her tired body off the bed, she stood up straight and stretched her back. Several pops and cracks later, she relaxed her muscles and stepped away from her mattress and toward her wooden dresser. She opened the second drawer with a hum and pulled out a pair of pants. Without thinking twice, she slipped the garment over her legs and adjusted them to her hip. No need to be fancy today, it was a day to relax! Nothing wrong with walking out in her undershirt right? As long as she had a fine fitting brassiere, she was safe.

Hea moved out of the bedroom, hands busy tending to her hair, and stepped into the living room/kitchen. There, she spotted her older sister standing at the counter. As she closed in the gap between her and her kin, she saw Rye busy chopping raw chicken into small pieces. On her sibling's shoulder sat the tiny, red Terror, licking her lips and chirping away.

"Feeding Phobos?" She asked, dropping herself into a table chair beside the kitchen counter.

"Yep," Rye smiled to herself as she chopped away. "But her chicken diet is done after this. Her stitches are coming out later this evening."

"Oh yeah?" Her brow arched. "I thought it was just about time, she's trying to fly enough as it is."

"I know," A small sigh passed her sister's lips. "She really needs to get out; I think being in the house the past few days has been killing her. But we couldn't have her go out and get caught on something and risk tearing them out."

"Yeah, true." She slumped back in her chair and released a yawn.

"It's a really nice day," Rye stopped chopping and turned her way with a smile. "Why don't you go out? I'm gonna be stuck in here anyway, watching baby." She then nudged her nose toward the creature sitting on her shoulder.

Hm, it was a _bad_ idea but what was there to do? It wasn't like Berk was beaming with places to go or visit. "I guess I could go out and sit in the sun; it's warmer out there than it is in here."

"'Kay, I'll be here."

With a grunt and groan, Hea stood up out of her seat and moved away from the table. She paused only to look down at the Pomeranian who had been sleeping in her woven bed in the corner. "You comin' Bug?"

The ball of fluff huffed and rolled away from her. Was she tired from all the work in the last few weeks? Ah, who could blame her? After all, the dog hadn't seen a lick of work until they came back to Berk! Best let her rest for now, she'd probably need to be let out later in the evening anyway, better not to tire her too much until then.

"Okay then, I'll leave you alone." She removed her gaze from the slumbering beast and stepped toward the door. She placed her hand on the knob and twisted it open. Before stepping out she paused and glanced over her shoulder, "I'll be right outside."

"Hm-mmm." Rye nodded once or twice, her hands returning to her chopping work.

Well, didn't _everyone _seem busy today? Figures, the one day she had off, everyone else had their own agenda! With a sigh and roll of the eyes, she removed herself from the smaller home and moved into the daylight. Warm beyond the point of needing a coat, she felt a smile grow across her face as she stepped further outside. She shut the door behind herself and stopped only when a lone chair outside her home came into view. Ah, the perfect place to relax!

Not needing a second thought, she approached the chair and flopped down. She stretched her legs outward and crossed her left over knee over her right, threw her arms behind her head and took in a deep breath of air. Ah, this was time life! Thank Odin Rye advised her to get out of bed! There was no need to miss something this soothing. It sure beat sitting inside, babysitting a runt like Phobos.

Eh, it wasn't like the rat was all _that_ bad anyway. Sure, she was a baby so she had an excuse to be needy, right? She hadn't done anything to hurt anyone/anything in the past five days so that was a plus. It could be cute when it wanted to be, of course when she wasn't waking everyone up! Hell, she'd even touched the Terror a few times and even held it at one point. It wasn't _so_ bad. Maybe that was because it was a small dragon or maybe because it belonged to Rye. It'd only had two or three 'accidents' on the floor but that was to be expected.

"_Once you get used to her, she won't be so scary. I think it's a good step two."_

Maybe he was right after all. Sure, she was way more annoying than scary at this point but did that mean she was more comfortable with dragons like Stormfly? Deadly Nadders were completely different than Terrible Terrors! Of course, it didn't help that she refused to listen to Hiccup and brought along a knife the last time she saw it. Ah hell, why did she have to be wrong about everything?! There was a time when she had a solid head on her shoulders, what happened?

Time would tell in any event.

"Hea!"

The sound of her name made her stiffen. She jerked her head to the right to see a parade of dragons and riders rounded the corner of her home. Astrid and her gang sat atop of their claimed pets and approached her with what seemed like smiles. Ah great. Sure, she was getting used to dragons but that didn't mean she was ready to be surrounded by them! Shit, why did they all have to look so _big_? It didn't help that there was a Nightmare with Snotlout. Nightmares were the worst kind of dragon! It was that flaming beast that hurt Rye in the first place!

"Hey," Hiccup said as he came into view, being the only teen not riding his reptile. "How have you been? We haven't seen you in a few days."

The closer they came the more she tensed; they didn't have to get _that_ close! They only stopped a few feet away from her extended legs. The moment they came to a halt, she tucked her limbs inward and lifted her arms to her chest. Her heart began to beat fast and sweat had grown on her brow, couldn't they tell she was scared? What more did they want from her, a scream or cry?

"Uh," She looked away from the dragon tamer and glanced up to the blue, bird-like Nadder.

Astrid's pet stood right in front of her but refused to acknowledge her. Instead making any sudden movements or even twitching, she tilted her head once or twice and appeared content. Maybe she was in its blind spot or something? Either way, it didn't have to stand so close!

"Busy…" She managed to speak, eyes still locked on the Deadly Nadder.

"You don't look all that busy to me." Ruff snorted, making the chef turn her way.

Two twins riding _one_ dragon? Impressive. How did they control something like that without getting into fights? Ah, then again they _were_ siblings; maybe they had a kind of secret, telepathic connection with one another like she had with Rye.

"I had the morning off," Her eyes flickered from dragon to dragon, hands shaking and legs stiff. "I was just trying to relax."

"Well, if you aren't too busy relaxing, we're heading down to the beach," Astrid smiled down at her, "Wanna come?"

"Me? Fly?" Hea pressed her open palm against her chest. "I can't."

"Wha? Why not?" Snotlout leaned forward on his red dragon.

A rush of heat hit her round cheeks and for a moment the fear of the animals in front of her vanished. "I kinda get airsick."

"Oh, is that it?" Tuff rolled his eyes. "Just lean over the side and let it out! What, are you afraid of puking now too?"

Her face darkened and her bottom lip poked out.

"I can keep Toothless close to the ground again, if it'll make it easier." Hiccup extended his arm to her.

So he was willing to let her fly with him again, even if she were to get sick? Ugh, there he went being nice again! How attractive would that be, to be hunched over the side of a Night Fury barfing her brains out? And as an older woman she had a reputation to keep! She couldn't just go around looking like a fool! What would he think of her then? If there was anyone she wanted to impress…it would be _him_.

"Nah," She said as the redness on her face eased away. "I really shouldn't."

"Oh come on," Tuff moved his arm out and made a point of directing his index finger in her direction. "You need to get out in the sun, look how white your shoulders are!"

Ugh just when she thought the blushing had stopped! Almost before she could control herself, her eyes darted down to her shoulders, only to see a flash of under tanned skin. Sure, she wasn't the golden goddess of Berk but she didn't need _that_ much sun, did she? Shoot, when was being pale a crime?!

"If you change your mind, we really wouldn't notice one more." Fishlegs made an effort to make her tension ease up.

"I'll think about it."

"Come on then!" Snotlout pulled back on his dragon, forcing it to head outward. "See ya around, Hea!"

Pulling her knees up to her chest, she watched as the group of teens followed after the boy and his Nightmare. But just before everyone could leave the area, Hiccup paused mid step. What was this? Wasn't he going with them?

"Guys, I'll catch up with you in a minute." He called out, hand cupped to the side of his mouth.

"Don't be too long!" Astrid's voice called back to him.

Hea watched as the younger male took a step _closer_ to her. What, he wasn't going to tell her a secret or something, was he? Smile equipped on his face he tilted his head in the slightest manner and locked eyes with her. Ugh, why did he have to have the most beautiful set of green eyes? He was cute there was no debating that, but why did he have to be sweet on top of it? If he were more like Snotlout or Tuff maybe she wouldn't be so…attached.

_When did you become so needy?_

He wasn't like any other Viking on Berk, or even in the world that she knew of so far. He was the complete opposite of everything his father was. Any girl in the village would love to have a rough and tumble guy with a heart made of stone and fighting skills that would save any damsel but here he was, just being Hiccup. So he wasn't a valiant Viking or even warrior but who said she ever _wanted_ a Viking hero? Maybe she just wanted a normal guy.

_What the heck are you thinking?! You don't _like_ him or anything! _

"-ea?"

"What?!" She jerked in her seat, shaking her head to snap herself back into reality. "Did you say something?"

"I asked," He repeated himself, "How you're feeling."

"Oh," She fell back against the back of her chair, a bead of sweat rolling down her temple in the process. "I'm fine, thanks."

"You know, if you want to walk down to the beach we'll still be there."

"That's true," She wrapped her arms around her knees. "I guess. I don't have anything else to do, might as well."

"_Well_," Hiccup brought his hands to his hips. "If we're just your plan B then, we better make this worthwhile!"

A wide smile appeared on her face before she could withhold it. Biting down on her bottom lip she lowered her chin to the tops of her knees. "It's always good to have a plan B."

"At least you're keeping us in mind." Removed his left hand from his hip and reached back, touching Toothless on the snout. "But really, come down. We want to hear about Phobos and we haven't seen you in a week or so."

He really wanted her around that much? Then again he was using the words 'us' and 'we', there was probably no real meaning to it. He was a nice guy after all and not just nice to _her_. He was like this with everyone, wasn't he? So there was no need to feel good about the invite! It would have been the same situation had it been anyone else.

But he had said he wanted her around nights ago, didn't he? What was that supposed to mean? Ugh! Why was she so hung up on this! He wasn't interested in her; he had girls like Astrid around! She wasn't anything that a Viking would look for. She was all bark and no real bite. Not to mention she wasn't all that good looking.

_You are thinking about this way too much. _

"I think I'll stop by," She inhaled through her nose. "The beach, right?"

"Yep."

"Okay, I'll bring lunch, make myself good for something." She forced a smile and shot a wink at him.

"We look forward to it," He said, turning his attention back to Toothless. "I'll see you around then."

"Sooner rather than later!" She released the breath lingering in her lungs. "I'll be sure to be there."

Act End.


	18. Act Eighteen

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Eighteen

The warm weather was a pleasant change. How often did anyone on Berk get this many sunny days? Better to enjoy it while it lasted, no telling when the snow and haze would be back. What better way to appreciate a nice day like this than to host a picnic at the beach? With a mat slung over her left shoulder and a large basket in her right, she headed down to the shore with a smile on her face. Not only would this be the perfect chance to socialize, which she hadn't done in a number of days, but she'd also have a group of testers for her newest bread recipes!

Freshly carved turkey meat on her homemade bread? What more could a Viking ask for?! Not to mention she brought a special sweet something for dessert. If she was going to feed those closest to her she was gonna go all out! Maybe then if they liked her cooking, Stoick would reconsider her as chef for the village. Ugh, it certainly beat being a _sheep herder_. She wasn't a kid anymore; she could work with all the other adults!

She treaded through the forest with ease. She knew exactly where she was going _this time_. It wouldn't be much further until she was at the shore. Then she could spoil those kids with her wonderful food! They would come crawling back for more without a doubt! She _was_ the best chef this world had ever seen, she just needed the chance to show everyone! Then again, this was her _pride_ thinking, she was still pretty much a novice at these things. But that didn't mean she had no talent! She had a knack for this, this was her calling!

_If they'd just give me a chance._

As the brush and number of trees became fewer and fewer the smell of salt water and sound of gulls filled her senses. There was no beach like the ones on Berk. Sure, she'd sailed the seas for over a year but this place seemed so much more special than the rest. Having company this time around didn't hurt either.

_Speaking of company…_

Hea came to the edge of the forest, her shoes hitting and digging into the warm sand. The sunlight hit her face and forced her to smile. Ah, even the air _smelled_ better out here! After a moment of relishing in the light, she leaned forward; her right hand placed just above her eyes and looked outward. In the distance a group of dragons flew throughout the clouds. No doubt that was Hiccup and the rest. Might as well set up the picnic spot, they'd see her for sure when they came ashore.

Moving a few extra feet deeper toward the ocean, she stopped only to drop her basket. With that secure, she reached for her mat. She threw the woven material onto the sand and used her feet to smooth out any unnecessary wrinkles. Once smooth to her liking, she dropped down to her backside. The future chef reached out to the basket and moved it closer to her body before laying down. Using her arms as a makeshift pillow she lifted her chin to the sky, absorbing the warmth of the sun. Nothing beat days like this!

"I thought you said you weren't coming."

The male voice coming from her right made her eyes open. She looked on to see Tuffnut standing above her with his hands linked to his waist. What was with the angry tone and rotten look on his face, he wasn't mad again was he? Then again, were they ever times when he _wasn't _angry?

"I changed my mind." She said in a flat tone just as he took a seat beside her.

"Whatever."

Well, if there was ever a way to end a conversation, that was the way to do it. If he was going to be in a badass mood, there wasn't much she could do about it. He'd never been fond of her anyway, for whatever reason. Then again, he had to be mad for a reason right? Might as well be considerate and ask _why_, maybe she'd actually get an answer. If not, at least she tried being nice.

"Why aren't you out with the others?" She moved her chin forward and closed her eyes.

"They're busy feeding the dragons." He huffed. "Ruff was getting all bossy and pushy so I gave up."

"Ah, sibling issues? I know them well."

"Why do younger sisters have to be so annoying all the time?" He exhaled through his nose; no doubt he'd crossed his arms over his chest at this point.

Her brow arched and right eye opened. "Ruff's the youngest?"

"Psh, yeah. But she doesn't think so. She always goes around saying _I'm_ the youngest but she's wrong." The blond's scowl grew. "Younger sisters are a pain."

He did realize he was talking to a younger sister, didn't he? Hea allowed her left eye to open and focus in on the male twin. There was defiantly something up; he usually wasn't this grumpy about things. Maybe something happened with Ruffnut earlier? They were siblings no matter how similar, fights were a given. Ah well, maybe she was feeling defensive seeing as she was a baby sis.

"Older siblings aren't always fun either," She said, brows furrowing.

"Only because the younger ones are so stupid." He finally turned her way, shooting her one of his famous glares.

Hey! Okay now he was _trying_ to make her mad. He knew he was talking to the younger sister of Rye. What was his issue! If he wanted to piss her off, he was doing a great job! Ugh, why did she even fall for his tricks anyway?!

"What's your problem? What did she do to piss you off so much?"

He looked away from her and removed his arms from his chest. He then lifted his arms and gripped his fingers to form a pair of fists. "She's always bossing me around like I'm some kind of idiot! She takes my stuff all the time and she acts like she's smarter than me!"

Wasn't that calling the pot calling the tea kettle black? "You're one to talk."

Tuff swung his arms down to his sides and jerked his chin over his shoulder to face her. "Don't compare us, we're nothing alike! I'm not like her at all, just because we're twins doesn't mean that we're the same!"

Ah, so _that's_ where this was heading. He was going through that phase where he wanted to be treated different from his sister. Hm, a simple, common ailment with the only cure being time. Geez, how many times did she feel that way with Rye? Even if they weren't twins, having an older sister so close in age could make a younger sister feel that way.

What was she supposed to say to him now? What would she have wanted someone to tell her back when she felt the same way? Hell, she would have killed to have someone acknowledge that she and Rye were different in their own ways. But telling him right off the bat the solution wasn't really helping was it? It would be better if he discovered is differences on his own. Plus there wasn't any guarantee that if she _did _tell him that he'd take her advice or believe her. He was a grown Viking; he could figure this out for himself.

But that didn't mean she wouldn't talk about with him, let him know he wasn't the only sibling to ever feel that way.

"Sometimes little sisters copy a lot of what their older sisters or brothers do." She moved her eyes away from the boy at her side and looked above at the clouds. "Because they admire them so much. And then there are times when littler sisters try to be as different from their siblings as possible because they get tired of being compared to them."

He remained silent.

"Older brothers and sisters get to experience everything first and leave impressions on outside people first. Then when the younger one comes around, all they hear is how much good or how perfect their older sibling did or was." She felt a small smile grow on her face. "It makes us frustrated, as younger sisters."

Rye was the definition of the perfect older sister. And while that was great growing up, it made things so much harder when it came to friendships. How many times had she been compared to her sis when it came to things in the village? It wasn't the nurse's fault by any means but that didn't stop older folk, like Gobber and Stoick, from comparing them. Of course that resulted in her being what she was today, kind aloud, overtly cocky and grumpy but that was only on the outside, right? When she was alone she was a sensitive little sister. But that was okay, it's just who she was.

"People on the outside see two siblings as close as Rye and I or you and Ruff as the same. But how could they know any different? All they see is us and you two finishing each other's sentences and cracking inside jokes. It takes a really careful look sometimes to see the difference in close siblings."

The beach fell silent. Was he digesting what she'd just said or ignoring her entirely? Eh, it didn't matter either way. He had no reason to listen to her; she wasn't anyone to him and certainly not the person to take advice, if you could call it that, from. Ah well, it felt good just to get it out anyway. She'd never really talked about that kind of thing with anyone, besides Rye of course.

"It's right, that thing you just said." He broke his silence with a deep, flat tone.

Was that a sneaky Viking compliment? Best not ask, he'd just get all defensive and throw a few more insults her way. Of course, that didn't mean she could dish with her best friend later about it. Even if he was a jerk most of the time, at least he had some redeeming qualities. A nice word from a Viking? That was unheard of; did this mean he was more accepting of her than she originally thought?

"I can relate," The smile on her face widened. "Rye and I are basically twins so I know how you feel."

"You're not a twin," He pouted his bottom lip. "You'll never know how it is to be one."

She shot up from her place on the ground and directed a nasty look in his direction. "Geez! I was trying to be nice but never mind!"

"Heh," He turned to her, cocky smirk returning without hesitation. "That'll show you."

Her eyes rolled. "You're a jerk."

He chuckled a few more times before looking away from her, moving his eyes to the basket at her side. "What's that, lunch or something?"

"Uh huh," Still fuming from moments passed she grunted rather than spoke.

"Good, I was getting hungry."

What was she, his personal chef or something?! It was like he _expected_ or _deserved_ the food she brought. Didn't he just hear her calling him a 'jerk'? Since when did jerks get a free lunch?! Ugh then again she wasn't just going to refuse him food; did he _know_ that already or something? Ah well, what else could she expect from a guy like him? After all once he got married, _if_ he got married, he would no doubt expect his poor wife to cook every meal while bouncing a baby on her hip. Didn't all Viking men feel that way?

"Are you two done arguing?"

Hea flinched to the sound of Astrid's voice. Glancing up from the floor, she looked upward to see the blonde beauty standing before her. Of course the gang was not far behind and stared on at her and Tuff like they were interrupting something important! Psh, as if.

"Just about." She sighed.

"It took you long enough to finish," Tuff huffed, "I was getting tired of talking to _her_." He then jerked his thumb in her direction like she was a piece of trash.

"Good, then we can join you?" The blonde female took a step closer and dropped to her knees once she was standing on top of the mat.

"Please do." Hea felt the urge to roll her eyes again but resisted.

Following after their matriarch, the group sat around the large picnic mat, only pausing to adjust their clothes. Once settled she looked across from where she sat only to see a familiar set of emerald eyes. Damn, did he have to look at her like that, even when he was neutral? The fact that he was so close and yet so far away made her hands tingle. Why hadn't he chosen to sit next to her?

_Ugh, geez. Again with the neediness? _

Just the _idea_ of being beside him made her calmer. Not to mention it would be so much easier to 'just so happen' to bump into his arm.

_What the hell is your problem, Hea?! Why are you thinking like this?!_

She had to change the subject, in her mind at least. "So where are the dragons?" She spat out all at once, her eyes darting away from Hiccup.

"We made sure to put them a few feet away from us," Astrid spoke as she crossed her legs. "That way you would feel more comfortable."

Was that _his_ idea? "Oh, thanks."

"They've already eaten so they'll probably fall asleep soon." Fishlegs smiled at her.

"Good," Hea turned away from her younger audience and placed her hand around the large basket she'd brought with her. "So! You guys hungry?"

"Starving!" Snotlout seemed a bit _too_ eager to eat.

"Problem solved then!" She felt a grin coming on as she popped open the basket. "I got sandwiches and plenty of drinking water for you all."

Once open, she reached into the container and pulled out a large closed pitcher which contained the fresh water. She placed the pitcher on the mat before reaching back into the basket and retrieving the drinking cups. Hea placed the ceramic cups beside the water jug before scooting backward an inch or two.

"Have at it, guys!"

Without needing a second word, Snotlout and Fishlegs dug into the woven carrier and began to hand out food and cups to everyone. Ah, to see people actually looking forward to her food was comforting. Then again, they could just be really hungry…but the idea of them dying to eat her cooking was always nice. She could always pretend, for now.

"Hey," Astrid looked down into the woven container with a set of wide, curious eyes. "What's in the bag?"

Oh! How could she forget? With a childish glee she reached into basket and pulled out the small leather baggie. "Dessert, of course!"

"Aw," Ruff looked her way with her jaw dropped. "You brought dessert?!"

"Without a doubt," Hea shook her index finger in the twin's direction. "How could you have lunch without something like dessert?"

"Are you going to eat something?"

All thoughts of lunch meals topped off with sweet desserts fled her mind the moment Hiccup opened his mouth. She stiffened at the question and without permission; her eyes flickered in his way. He sat, sandwich at his lap, cup at his side with eyebrows lifted and eyes wide. Gah, why did he have to _care_? It wasn't like anyone else was gonna give a shit! Geez, couldn't he mind his own business?!

_Ah hell_.

While trying to fight off the urge to blush, she closed her eyes, shutting off their visual connection. "Of course!"

Feeling numerous sets of eyes on her, she reopened her eyes and proceeded to pull open the drawstring bag. Trying her best not to make eye contact with anyone else, she watched her hands work on the leather sack until it was open wide enough to fit her hand inside. As she'd done millions of times before, she went in and pulled out a blueberry scone.

Aw, just the thing she needed to free her mind of all this crap. She lifted the pastry to her lips and took a bite of the tender quick bread. Not too bad if she didn't think so herself! True she could always critique something about her own cooking/baking but why not just enjoy this single moment? After all she was in good company on a beautiful day! There was no need to feel stressed about anything!

"Hey no fair, you started with dessert first," Tuff complained at her side.

Finished with her chewing, she swallowed the lump of food on her tongue, "I never said you guys had to start with lunch! You could'a had a scone if you wanted!"

"_Really_?!" Snotlout nearly dropped his food and reached out with his left arm toward the baggie at her feet.

Astrid's elbow shot out, nailing him in the side, leaving the shorter male to yelp and retract his arm. Well so much for that. Hea rolled her eyes before turning back to her food only to have a black spot in her peripheral vision make her pause. She lifted her chin and looked left to see the dragons several feet away resting in the sun. Where they warming their cold blood for the afternoon? Aw, it was _almost_ cute.

Again the black smudge made her narrow her eyes. Nearest to the group of teens laid the Night Fury. He held his head up high, eyes locking with hers and ears erect. What was he staring at her for? It wasn't like he didn't see her earlier that morning! She cocked a brow and watched as Toothless' large eyes darted away from her and moved downward. Following his line of sight, she was led to her lap, her hand to be exact.

_Ah, the scone._

She wasn't really hungry anyway. With a smile she stood up from her spot on the mat and took a number of steps toward the black dragon. Once close enough she bent over and with her right hand, tossed the pastry toward him. He reacted almost too fast for her to see, jumping up and attacking the spot where the treat had landed. Someone was still hungry!

That done, she walked back to her picnic and resumed the same position she'd left in. Only this time with all eyes on her. What? Did she do something offensive; were blueberry scones bad for dragons or something? Feeling that oh-so annoying blush return to her cheeks her back stiffened and her head sank into her shoulders.

"What was _that_?" Ruff leaned in toward her.

"Oh," Her face grew hotter. "I told him that the next time I had scones I'd give him one."

"And when was that?" Tuff's brow arched.

"How do you even find out he _liked_ scones?" Fishlegs' look of shock shifted to one of curiosity.

"I don't think he likes the scone itself, I'm pretty sure he wanted the berries in them." She looked the ground while pulling in her bottom lip.

"But when did you find out?" Astrid lowered her sandwich and narrowed her stare.

"That night Bug went missing and Toothless found me in the cove I had a bag of scones on me," She explained, finally looking up to the teens. "He happened to smell them out and I gave them to him. I didn't think it was a big deal or anything."

"Why were you carrying around a bag of scones?" Snotlout chuckled between chews.

"Uhh…"

Oh man, she wasn't just going to spill the beans that the treats were really for Hiccup, was she? No way! She couldn't do that; they would all get the wrong idea! She would never live it down, she had to think of something, some _excuse_ to tell them…and fast!

"W-who doesn't carry around scones? You know me, I'm _always_ hungry!" She lied between her teeth and rubbed her stomach with her right hand.

Between the awkward silence, her eyes moved from male to female back to male and finally landing on Hiccup. He looked at her as if he _knew_ she was lying. He couldn't be that smart, could he? He couldn't possibly be smart on top of kind and cute too! Shit. And even if he knew she was lying, why did he have to look at her like it was a lie just between the two of them? Staring back at her with soft eyes, leveled brows and a slight smirk developing on his lips.

"It looks like he's still hungry." Fishlegs' broke her concentration.

Hea lifted her head and glanced back at the Night Fury to see that the black dragon had inched closer to the group. Still in his laying position, he ducked his head down, flattened his ears and opened up his eyes nice and wide. What was with that pathetic look? Was he actually begging for more? Aw, he looked just like Bug when she pleads for tablescraps!

"Sorry Toothless," She felt her heart sink. "I only brought enough for us and you ate mine."

He huffed.

"He can have mine." Hiccup caught her eye, while he was busy staring at his partner.

"Are you sure?" For a short second her heart ceased to beat.

"Yeah, go ahead." He turned to her finally with a small smile.

But…that would mean that he would go again without tasting her baking. Wasn't that the whole point of this picnic? She wanted to show off her skills! Then again it was just Hiccup's scone it wasn't like the whole batch was going to Toothless. The others would have their tasting. They would be able to give their thoughts and own critiques on her food, so what was the problem?

_If that's true why do I still feel so bad about this?_

"Okay," She cleared her throat, clearing her mind and focusing on the task at hand. "I'll get the biggest one for him."

She reopened the baggie and took a few moments to search for the best looking scone from the bunch. Once the selected goodie was in hand, she pulled it out and stood up once again on her feet. Eyes targeted on Toothless and heart still throbbing she pulled back her arm and tossed the dessert at the Night Fury. Instead of letting the scone hit the sand this time around, he jumped the moment the item hit the air and caught it in one swoop.

"Nice catch!" She cheered with a grin and slight bounce in her step.

Before she could blink twice, the dessert had traveled down the dragon's throat, leaving him to lick his lips. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but he was cute…for an oversized lizard. A million times better than Stormfly and way better than Phobos, there was something unique about that reptile.

But! There was no time to sit and think about _that_, she had guests to entertain! Leaving the Night Fury with a smirk, she whirled around and returned to her place at the picnic circle. She took a moment to adjust herself on the mat, fixing her wrinkled pants and adjusting her nightshirt with a hum. Only if all dragons were as likeable as Toothless, then things might not be as hard. Then again, if they were given the chance, could they all become that sweet?

"So how has Smallish Dragon been treating you?" Snotlout's voice caught her attention and forced her to look up.

_Smallish Dragon_? Was that what they were calling Phobos? Hehe, cute…kinda. "Phobos? She's been doing really well. So well in fact that she's tearing up the house because she's got a bad case of cabin fever." Smiles appeared on the teen Viking's faces as she went on, "She jumps off the bookshelves, steals Bug's bed when she's not there and even wakes me up in the morning."

"So she's feeling better?" Fishlegs asked just as he brought his cup of water to his lips.

"Oh yeah," She nodded. "I'm pretty sure she's ready to start flying lessons, just as soon as Rye gets those stitches out today."

"Good to hear," Hiccup sent her another sweet smile that sent her nearly shuddering beneath her skin. "I think Rye was a good fit for her."

"She was the perfect fit for Phobos." Hea dropped her chin, eyes now on the mat-covered sand. "I've never seen her so excited with _anything_. Every day she was up with a purpose and she seems brighter. That little termite just might be the most annoying animal alive but she makes Rye happy and that's all that matters."

"But how have _you_ been getting along with her?" Astrid's brows lifted.

Was that a hint of Viking concern laced in the blonde's voice? "It hasn't been as bad as I thought," She laughed to herself, blush threatening to return to her face. "I've been able to survive with it around and I've even held the runt once or twice. I think we'll make it together."

"It sounds like someone has a soft spot for Smallish Dragon," Ruff leaned into her brother with a snicker.

"She's _okay_." Hea gave the group a playful roll of her eyes. "I mean, it's not like she's the worst thing in the world. If more dragons were like Phobos, living on Berk wouldn't be so hard!"

"So does that mean you're staying?" Snotlout asked in a tone that _almost_ sounded like he was teasing her.

Ah geez, did he have to ask that here and now?! She'd already blushed too many times in one sitting to be asked something like that! Of course she was staying, Hiccup called her bluff on that earlier, didn't they remember? Besides, how could she leave after what he'd said a few nights before?

"_We _want_ you here."_

She couldn't say no to that. Hell, she really didn't have the nerve to leave in the first place! She'd only threatened to leave because…because she could! Ah man, why did she even say she'd leave to begin with? Maybe because she was scared? Either way, when Rye said she wouldn't come with that first night she knew she never had to strength to leave alone again. So what was with the 'tough guy' act?

_I don't even know._

"I guess," She couldn't refuse the grin that had spread across her features. "If I can get used to Phobos, there's hope right? I think I can make it."

"Good for you!" Astrid lifted her cup several inches above chest-level.

"We knew you couldn't resist us," Hiccup repeated the actions of the blonde sitting beside him. "It was only a matter of time before you chose to stay here."

"After all, it did take _years_ to get used to you," Ruff moved her torso forward, appearing beside her brother with a smile on her face.

"Yeah I bet." Hea lifted her hand to her forehead and pushed away the stray hairs in front of her eyes.

"Hiccup! Hea!"

The sound of a deeper, older voice made the chef stiffen. She, along with the other teens, whirled around to see one of the villagers coming out of the brush, huffing and puffing. Had he been running? Was there a problem back in the village or something? This did _not_ look good. She, again along with her peers, shot up out of their seats to meet the older male.

"What happened?" Hiccup was first to greet him.

"There's been an accident," He panted and turned away from the chief's son and to _her_. "Rye's been hurt, you have to get back to the village!"

Her heart stopped, sounds silenced and movements slowed. What the hell was he talking about? There was no way something bad could happen to Rye! She was safe at home, what could have happened to be called an accident?! There was no way this was happening, no way!

Fighting back the urge to remain still she fought forward and approached the villager. "Where is she?!"

"We moved her to Stoick's house," He said, sweat moving down his face. "You need to get to her right away!"

"Hea, we'll fly you there," Hiccup turned to her with a stern look. "Come on."

"No," She took a few fast steps forward only to spin around one time to face the teens. "I can't risk getting sick on the way there. You guys take the dragons; I'll make it on foot. I just ask if you could carry my things for me."

"No problem," Astrid gave her a solid nod of her head. "We'll get everything then take off."

"Thanks!" She jerked her arm into the air once before turning forward once more.

She pushed herself forward beyond all the numbness and chest pain she felt pulsing through her body. She couldn't panic now, not like she had when Bug went missing. She had to keep a level head and act with as much thought as possible. She couldn't mess up this time, she couldn't get lost. She had to protect Rye. Her sister had gone her whole life protecting her, this was the least she could do.

Act End.
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><p>Unnecessary Culture Shock<p>

Act Nineteen

The moment Toothless touched the ground; he unhooked himself from the saddle and leapt on to the dirt. With the others right behind him he charged for his front door, only to have the door before him open up. Standing in the doorway to his home was Gobber. He looked as if he'd been busy and even tired. What was going on? Where was his dad? Was Rye okay?

"What's going on?" Astrid appeared at his side. "What happened to Rye?"

"Look," Gobber lifted both hands stopping anyone from jumping to conclusions. "Before anyone gets a peek inside where is Hea?"

"She ran here on foot," Fishlegs said from the back of the group.

"Is Rye okay?" Snotlout shot up at Hiccup's left.

"She's going to be fine," The older male released a small sigh. "But that's not our biggest problem. When Hea gets here we're going to have ourselves a mess."

"Why?" Hiccup flinched.

"_Well,_" Gobber began, his face tightening and shoulders in the early stages of a shrug.

"Where is she?!"

Oh no, _that_ didn't sound good. The dragon tamer glanced over his shoulder to see Hea standing behind the group. Her chest heaved while sweat moved down the side of her face. How fast had she been running? She'd gotten back to the village in record time!

"Hea," Gobber called to the young female. "Rye is-"

"Where _is_ she?!" She repeated herself, this time with more venom.

Hea then approached the home, shoving Tuff, Ruff and Fishlegs aside as she moved in. She continued to gasp for air but she appeared focused. Her brows hung low over her eyes while she presented a frown he'd never seen before. Was she mad or upset? On the outside she appeared furious, like someone had offended her in the worst way! Then again maybe it was her way of dealing with fear. After all, she had acted that way toward Toothless the night she first saw him.

"Before you go in there, there's something you should know." Gobber stopped the female before she could reach the front door.

"Tell me what happened."

"Rye has got a bad burn," He explained, his expression softening.

Burn? Before he could stop himself, he turned to look at the sheep herder's face. She stood now with not a look of rage but one of shock and maybe even fear. Her brows touched the top of her forehead and her eyes widened. Did this bring back bad memories for her? Did this make her _scared_?

"_When she got hurt like that, I thought she was going to die for sure."_

Despite her face, the older Viking continued, "She brought Phobos around so we could remove her stitches and-"

"Phobos?!" The rage reappeared on her face. "That _dragon_ did this?!"

"Now, now Hea," Gobber's hands shot up. "Before you get all excited-"

"No!" She swung her right arm in front of her chest, silencing anyone attempting to speak. "That animal _burned_ her?! Again! No, I _knew_ this was going to happen and no one, _no one_ listened to me!" She then turned her back to Gobber and faced him and his friends. "I told you I'd never forgive you if this happened! But no one had my back! How dare you bring that _thing_ around us, knowing what it as capable of?!"

"It's a first, second degree burn at the worst." Gobber's voice made the enraged female turn back around. "It's not a large wound and she'll be just fine."

"Do you think that matters?!" She barked back at the older male. "If that thing is going to hurt her once, it'll do it again!"

"Maybe Phobos just reacted out of fear or maybe she got pinched during the thread removal." Fishlegs' shaky tone came from the back of the group.

"I don't care!" Hea threw her fists hands down to her sides.

"Hea…" Hiccup felt his mouth grow dry.

Dropping her chin slightly, she made eye contact with Gobber. "Move."

"Where are you going?" Astrid moved forward, within arm's distance of the chef.

"I'm going to kill it."

"No!" Astrid's arm shot out and took hold of Hea. "You can't hurt her, I won't let you. It was an accident, she's a baby."

The woman with the pixie hair cut allowed her head to drop even lower. He could see, just by look at her that the arm Astrid held had tensed. Fist clenched as tightly as it seemed possible, she tightened her jaw as if she were ready for battle.

"This is all _your_ fault," She said in a tone just loud enough for the group to hear. "I told you I didn't want it in my house and I _trusted_ you."

Hiccup felt his heart sink. She trusted them, him?

"I believed you!" Her head shot up and she jerked around to face her blonde offender. "How _dare_ you?!" She then yanked her arm away from Astrid. "This is going to end _now._" Arm now free, she looked back to Gobber and stood strong. "Let me see my sister."

"Come on then," The older man released a small sigh and stepped to one side.

She wasted no time and stepped into the home as if she owned it. What was she going to do? She wouldn't really hurt Phobos, would she? Then again, this was _his_ house so it was unlikely that the Terrible Terror was being stored inside. And she did say she wanted to see Rye so maybe the fact that she wanted to kill Phobos had been placed on the backburner.

"You guys stay out here," Hiccup looked to his friends with a shallow smile. "I'll be right back."

He entered his house following the chef, leaving Gobber to shut the door behind him. The smell of alcohol hit his senses and for a second made him wince. After allowing his eyes to adjust to the darkness of the living area, he saw that Rye was placed on a chair beside the counter. On left arm was a white rag that appeared to be soaked in liquid. Beside her stood his father, pressing the towel against the nurse's limb. Was he cleaning it out?

"Are you okay?" Hea made a dash for her sister.

"It just hurts," Rye's face softened as her kin came closer.

"How bad?" The herder glanced up to his father.

"Not as bad as last time," He said with a grunt. "It's a first degree burn but it's going to hurt for the next few days."

"Hea, I know what you're thinking," Rye spoke to the taller female, tears budding in the corner of her eyes. "But please, it was an accident. You can't blame Phobos, she was just scared."

"I knew I shouldn't have let this happen," Hea dipped her head and glanced to the left. "But no one listened. Do you have any idea what this is doing to me? I can't do this again!" She shook her head.

"It's a small wound and mild burn," Stoick looked down at her with what appeared to be sympathy.

"I don't care!" She shouted, her voice cracking. "I can't do it, I won't! This can't happen; if I lose you I won't be strong enough to make it through! No one understands, dammit!"

Her breathing hitched while she sank lower and lower into the ground. Her shoulders quivered and every second or so she would inhale loudly. Was she…crying? No, she wouldn't actually cry in front of everyone, would she? When was the last time _anyone_ cried on Berk? He'd come close a year ago when he nearly lost Toothless but he resisted. But here she was, standing amongst the village leader shedding tears.

"Hea, I'll be _fine_." Rye reached out to her sister, only to have her pull away.

"I'm going to find that sorry excuse for an animal and kill it," She hissed between her teeth almost like it hurt. "No one is going to tell me otherwise this time. I knew I was right all along, those _things_ can't be trusted."

"You can't!" Rye tried to pull herself out of her seat but only stopped when his father placed his large hands on her shoulders. "Don't hurt her!"

"Last time I promised I'd give this a shot," She turned on her heel and faced the front door. "And I did. I've made up my mind. I couldn't kill the one who hurt you last time but I'm getting rid of this one. No one is going to stop me."

"Hea stop and think." Hiccup found his voice and took a step toward her. "You don't mean this."

"The hell I don't." She sneered down at him in a manner he'd never seen or heard from her.

"Please!" Rye's eyes erupted with tears. "She's my baby! You aren't going to hurt her!"

"You're still worried about _that thing_?" Hea spun around to face her sister once more. "How, how the hell could you care so much about that creature?! I swear, you have more consideration for that animal than me!"

He flinched. She didn't really _think_ that way, did she? No one had ever strived for her more than Rye. Rye had been there when everyone else gave up; she was there for Hea the moment she first left to the day she returned. No matter how many scrapes the sheep herder came home with or how many times she'd miss curfew, the nurse was always there to sooth any kind of wound.

And on the rare occasion that the older sister did make a mistake, she always took full responsibility. The night she 'lost' Bug, the look in her eyes was something even _he_ couldn't forget. It went beyond being sorry; it was a deep feeling of regret that he was sure that even Rye herself hadn't forgiven herself for.

"_I let her out for a few minutes and she didn't come back! I'm so sorry!"_

So there had been a time before this when someone on Berk had cried. She, the older sister, the nurse had shed tears that night. Why hadn't he remembered that before?

"I'm done with this." Hea looked away from her sister and brushed passed him and Gobber.

As she neared the shut front door, she stopped. With her chin lowered and eyes closed she inhaled a deep breath and held it. Her right fist tightened until it seemed like her hand couldn't any more. Then in one swift jerking movement, she lifted her fist into the air and threw it into the wooden door. A loud bang made the trainer wince.

Hea removed her hand from the surface moments later and pressed her arm against it, opening it. She stepped out without further word, by passing the other Viking teens while tears continued to roll down her face. Hiccup felt a sigh crawling up his throat and instead of looking to Astrid or anyone else, looked to the door. A small circle indent sat on the right side of the door and while not deep enough to be called a hole, it left an impression.

This was going to take a lot of convincing to get through this time around. It'd only taken three weeks to get Hea to tolerate dragons but it took moments to erase everything. How much was it going to take next time?

"Whoa, I've never seen Hea cry before."

With the sheep herder out of earshot, the group of younger teens entered the home. Hiccup kept his eyes on the door frame, even with Snotlout's comment flooding his ears. He felt his chest expand as he took in a deep breath of air. He held it for a moment before allowing it to escape through his nose. This was going to take more than a few lessons to fix; this required a long, no doubt draining talk. But who would do it? It wasn't like Hea was _ever_ going to listen to anything his father had to say and Gobber seemed busy with Rye already. Not to mention the woman with the burn had enough on her mind to think about.

"Where's Phobos?" Astrid looked to the nurse with a steel face.

"She's in the back room," Stoick reassured the younger blonde. "We thought Hea might overreact and we stored her here. Insurance if she decided to do something rash."

"Oh, good." Fishlegs lifted his hand to his forehead while releasing a loud sigh of relief.

"Does anyone want to explain what happened?" Tuffnut said, his voice taking on a low grumble.

"I asked Gobber to stop by while I removed Phobos' stitches," Rye spoke between sniffles. "I think she panicked when he tried to hold her down and spit out fire on accident. For the last week or so she's only had me handle her. It was stupid of me to ask someone else to hold her while we were working on her." Her head dropped, tears moving down her cheek to her chin. "I should have been the one to hold her."

"Blaming yourself isn't going to help," Astrid's features softened. "It wasn't anyone's fault."

How could something so simple turn ugly so fast? This wasn't anything like Hea was making it out to be. This was just a burn, a burn from a scared infant dragon. This could be dealt with; they could do this if they _worked together_. But what could they do now? Hea was way too angry to speak with _now_, maybe in a few hours, she'll have cooled off? She really couldn't have meant the words she had said in anger, could she? She wasn't that heartless, cold or cruel. That wasn't the chef/sheep herder _he _knew.

"I just wish for once she'd understand what this is doing to _me_!"

Hiccup flinched to the sound of sobbing. He looked up to see the Viking nurse with her face in her hands. Where had he heard those _exact_ words before? This wasn't the first time he'd had this conversation.

"_No one understands, dammit!"_

"_To sit there and watch her suffer wasn't just killing her, it was killing _me_."_

"How does she think _I_ feel about this?! I'm the one who was hurt, didn't she ever stop to think that _I _might be scared too?!" She ripped her hands away from her face. "She doesn't have to deal with the burns, the pain and the stretching scar tissue afterward! For as scary as it was for her, it was twice as bad for me!" Tears flooded her face, rolling down her red cheeks and hitting her lap below.

That was all very true. Even if it was terrifying to watch her best friend to be hurt and possibly die this had to be even worse for the actual victim. Rye had to experience the pain before and after the first burn with the addition of the fear of dragons afterward. Did Hea ever stop to think or even ask how her sister felt after that? And then to leave her sister after all of this took place, it didn't make things any easier for Rye. When the nurse needed the chef the most, she packed her bags and fled.

"_And I was _scared_."_

"She was scared." Hiccup felt the words leave his mouth before he could think about what he was saying.

"So was I." Rye sunk lower into her seat.

He couldn't reveal what the cook had told him all those nights ago. He promised her to keep it between the two of them. Besides, it wasn't his place to speak on her behalf; this was _her_ business and _her_ secret. It was up to her to be an adult and talk to Rye, not as a sister but as a woman. But what else _could_ he do? There wasn't much he could say, especially about this.

"Did you ever tell Hea you felt this way?" Gobber stepped toward the wounded woman, placing his right hand on her shoulder.

"We never really talked about it," Rye lifted her right hand to her cheek and wiped away the moisture there. "After things were better, she and I almost pretended it never happened. I had no idea she was still so bothered by it."

"And it seems like she doesn't know that you're torn up about it." Stoick added to his best friend's comment.

"You two need to talk this out," Astrid crossed her arms over her chest with a small sigh. "It's not good for you to go on living like this. You're both scared and talking about it might make things easier."

He couldn't have said it better himself. "She's right," Hiccup turned to the broken sister. "You should let her know that you're hurt. She's so focused on her own agenda I think she forgets that you're not superhuman."

The four-eyed female allowed her head to drop. What was she thinking? Was she scared of talking to Hea or was it something else? Maybe the idea of not being perfect was bothering her or maybe she just wanted to be so strong for Hea that she forgot how much she was still bothered by this. Either way, this needed to be cleared up. Once both sisters understood what made them frightened maybe they could help one another overcome it.

Then no one would have to leave and no one would get hurt.

"I know we need to talk." She spoke in a gentle voice. "And we will, I promise."

"Good," He nodded once. "Later on tonight, I'll stop by and see if she's calmed down. Until then we need to keep an eye on Phobos and make sure Hea doesn't see her."

"We can do that," Snotlout lifted his right fist to chest-level.

"You really think Hea will give Phobos, or any dragon, another chance?" Fishlegs wore a look of concern.

"Come on," A smile appeared on his face, "If we can get my dad to like Toothless, I can get through to her. It's just going to take a little more time. But it'll work, I guarantee it."

"Good luck," Ruff exhaled through her nose.

"Yeah," Her brother was quick to agree, "She's more stubborn than a mule."

"If anyone is up for the challenge, it's you." Gobber stepped toward him and gave him a hardy slap to the back.

Man, it was nice to have support. It wasn't too long ago when it seemed like everyone was against him. Times had definitely changed.

"She was just getting used to Phobos," Rye spoke out once again, catching the room's attention. "I'm sure we can get through this, she's just angry. I know she wouldn't hurt her, Hea isn't really like that."

Hiccup felt the ends of his lips curl. "I know she wouldn't."

They could do this, this wasn't impossible. It was just going to take a little more time and some extra effort but this was doable. Once he got these two sisters communicating, things would be a hundred times better. Then things could go back to the way they were. The village would be that much more peaceful again. It was definitely something worth fighting for.

Act End.
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><p>Unnecessary Culture Shock<p>

Act Twenty

He passed through his home without a hitch, leaving his room and approaching the front door in silence. Behind him he could hear Toothless' nails against the hard floor. Of course, he'd have to tell the Night Fury to 'stay' in a matter of seconds but why not let the dragon walk him to the door? Just as he came to the front door, his eyes landed on the small, fist-sized dent in the wooden surface. Hm, she sure had a temper on her, didn't she? How many other city folk went out of their way to try and punch a hole in the door of a _Viking chief's_ home?

With a sigh, he reached toward the doorknob and within seconds twisted it open. He moved outside the large home, his dragon on his heels. Once out of the house, he waited for his partner to step onto the grass before stopping and shutting the door.

It was probably best to have Toothless stop and wait for him here. That's all he needed was to have Hea see the Night Fury and have a panic attack. Besides, she was most likely not in the mood to see another reptile. It was best for all _three_ of them this way; the black dragon would mind much, would he?

"Hey," Hiccup turned to his best friend with a smirk. "I want you to stay here and wait for me, okay? I don't think Hea wants to see you right now."

Toothless' ears dropped and head sank.

"No offense."

Exhaling a loud huff of hot air, the dragon dropped his backside to the grass. Now seated, he curled his long tail around the front of his feet and remained still. Good, now it was just a matter of getting through to Hea.

"Thanks buddy." He said, moving his left arm outward, his fingertips touching the top of his partner's nose. "I'll be right back. I promise if this goes right, you can come with me next time."

He pulled away from his pet and dropped his arm back down to his side. He turned back around and marched forward, only stopping a single time to glance over his shoulder. From there, he watched as the rare Night Fury dropped his torso on the grass and laid down. Was he really going to wait until he got back until going back inside?

Moving his chin back over his shoulder, Hiccup moved toward the fenced area of the village. No doubt Hea was out there, watching over the sheep. Rye had mentioned to him earlier that even though she had the day off, she refused to come back home and stayed out in the fields for most of the day. She was either really scared or really angry, which one was worse was still in question.

_Only one way to find out._

A cluster of white sheep came into view in a matter of seconds. The fence was next, followed by the small herder who sat in her usual spot on top of the stone in the middle of the pasture. Ah, so she _was_ out there. This was it, time to try his best to console her. It should be simple enough, right? Since she wasn't the hardheaded Viking that all the other women on Berk were. So if that was true, why was his heart slamming in his chest? He clenched his hands at his sides, the heat from his palms making his skin sweat. He shouldn't be _this_ nervous, this was just Hea.

Hiccup closed in to the field and reached out to the white fence that separated both tamer and chef. Once his hands landed on the older wooden gate, the girl flinched. Instead of turning around to face him or even speak to him, she tilted her head to the left, eyes just barely landing on him. Was she still angry? He inhaled through his nose as his hands worked on the locked gate. His shaking fingers popped open the rusted lock and with a mental grunt and sigh he opened up the fence. He stepped in, turned and locked the gateway he'd just released.

How was he supposed to start this conversation? It was now clear that she was still upset and being nervous about the whole thing wasn't helping either. What was up with him? Since when did he get anxious about something like this? After all, how many years did he go being an outcast? This was nothing! He could do this.

"How are you feeling?" He said, breaking the ice as he approached the silent female.

"Fine."

_That_ didn't sound too good. The words fell from her lips in a near silent whisper while her voice took on a depth he hadn't heard before. Well, as long as she didn't sound as angry was she was earlier, then he could talk to her. He stepped beside her and like on any other occasion, he took a seat beside her.

"You don't sound fine." He leaned in toward her, only to find a pair of very tired, puffy eyes. Just how long had she gone crying for?

"Don't worry about it; it's not your problem."

Ouch. So much for thinking that she wasn't mad. "Everyone's worried about you and Rye. Do you want to talk?"

"No."

Well, that ended _that._ Time for plan B? "I don't know how much you know but Rye's burn is doing well. She should be fine in a week or so."

"I _know_ how my sister is doing." She hissed, eyes still on the herd before them.

"Okay," He adjusted himself in his seat. "Phobos has her stitches out and is acting normally. She should start flying in no-"

"I don't _care_ about the dragon." She nearly spat out her words as she jerked her head away from his eyes. "I could care less if it just laid down and died."

His brows furrowed. "You don't mean that."

"I _do_ mean that," Her voice cracked. "More than anything."

_Then why are you crying?_

He watched as her head fell between her shoulders and her choppy bangs covered her brown eyes. At her sides, her hands clenched into tight fists. Was she more angry than upset or vice versa? Just before silence could fill the small pasture, a desperate gasp for air made his heartstrings snap. Her shoulders shivered, hands now moving to her pants and gripping at the fabric there. She released a small whimper beneath her heavy breathing and slowly sank deeper into her slouch.

What could he do to end this? Why did she have to feel this way? He couldn't let her just sit and be miserable. He wouldn't let _anyone_ sit and suffer right in front of him if he could help it. It was clear that both sisters were hurting about the same subject but why did they insist on hiding it from one another? Maybe they cared for one another so much they didn't want to bother the other with painful memories of the past. But if that was the case then they were just creating the same problem they were trying to prevent.

"Have you tried talking to Rye about any of this?" He said amongst the tears.

"No," Her voice trembled. "I can't tell her." She shook her head from side to side. "I can't tell her what I told you."

"Why not? If you two talked, maybe you'd feel better." He spoke with the smoothest voice possible.

"No!" She finally moved her chin at an angle to where he could see her face. "How could I tell her that _she_ was the reason I left?! What kind of sick, selfish person does that make me? I can't!"

_It makes you human._

Tears continued to move down her cheeks. Was she tired? Tired of crying or just tired from carrying such a weight on her shoulders? Either way it looked like she was about to collapse in her seat. Where had the vibrant young lady he'd come to know go? Where did the usually cheerful, dancing in the kitchen as she cooked, part-time sheep herder go? When did she become so down, sad and angry?

"You have to talk to her." He repeated himself, this time as a necessity not as a request.

"I won't." Hea lifted the back of her hand to her eyes and rubbed away the oncoming tears.

No couldn't and wouldn't be the answer he'd be satisfied with. They had to work this out. Berk had been through so much in the last few months, this was nothing compared to the real problems they faced. So if they could resolve those issues then this could be worked out, he was sure of it. He wouldn't stop, not until they were both there.

Even if it took drastic measures.

"Did you ever think that Rye might be just as afraid as you? Or even more so?" He spoke, now refusing to look her way. He stared out at the small herd of sheep while his heart cracked. "She was the one who got hurt, she had to have been scared, Hea."

She remained silent.

"You said it was painful for you to watch her suffer but she was the one hurting on both the inside _and_ outside."

"But she never…" Her voice creaked.

"Because she needed to stay strong for _you_." Hiccup felt his hands clench. "She's your older sister, her duty is to take care of you whether she's afraid or not. So how do you think she felt when after she was better that you just packed up and left? She must have felt _worthless_."

From the corner of his eye, he watched as the older woman lifted her hand to her face. With her right hand covering the area over the bridge of her nose, her breathing hitched. More tears? Did that mean he was getting through to her?

"I didn't know what else to do!" She cried and lifted her left hand to join her right. "I-I was scared and angry all at the same time! I didn't think…I didn't _know_ she felt that way. I didn't think she was scared at all after it happened."

_She's not superhuman, Hea._

"If you thought she might die when it happened, she had to have thought the same thing. She had to be terrified that if she _did_ die that she'd leave you here all alone. She didn't want to live for herself she wanted to be here to make sure you'd be okay."

"And I _left_ her." Her hands flew from her face. "How could I do that? I'm so stupid!" Hea lifted her right hand into the air and slammed it down on the rock beneath them.

"You were scared," Hiccup turned his chin in her direction.

"Why did this have to happen?! It was that damn animal, those damn creatures that did this to us!" She shook her head as fresh tears flooded her eyes.

Here was the 'dragon argument' again. How could he tell her, explain to her that what happened was _no one's_ fault? Vikings attacked dragons to protect themselves and dragons attacked villages to forge for food they needed to save their own lives. It was a misunderstanding that lasted centuries. Being mad wasn't getting her or her older sister anywhere. This hatred for dragons needed to end.

"Being mad at the dragon that hurt Rye isn't going to change the fact that she was burned." He looked at her, his heart still pounding in his ear. "And hating every other dragon won't help either. It was an accident, a misunderstanding."

She realized that, right? If they knew what they knew now back then, this would have never happened. But what was the point in living in the 'what ifs'? It wouldn't change what happened, it wouldn't take away the fear that both sisters were feeling. They had to work on the _now_.

"No matter how much you hate Toothless, Stormfly or Phobos, things are going to stay the same. Dragons aren't going to leave Berk and Rye's scars aren't going to vanish." Hiccup allowed a passage of air to slip through his lips, waiting only a moment before continuing, "Sometimes bad things happen but we can do this, together."

"I-I…" She gasped for air between her sobs. "I know you're right. It's just…"

He felt his features soften as he watched her tears slowly come to a stop. "It's just what?"

"It feels like I can't let it go." Hea lifted her chin into the air, eyes on the stars above them.

"If you talk to Rye, you'll feel better. I promise." A small smile tugged at his lips. "Do you remember what you said? About Phobos being perfect for Rye?"

"_She was the perfect fit for Phobos. I've never seen her so excited with anything. Every day she was up with a purpose and she seems brighter. That little termite just might be the most annoying animal alive but she makes Rye happy and that's all that matters."_

She had said that, for a _reason_. At some point she had thought about the Terror and Rye enough to make this words come together in her mind. She wouldn't have said it if she didn't mean it, no, she was much too blunt for that. When she said it, she _meant_ it; he could see it in her face, hear it in the sound of her tone. The emotion was real even if it were just for that one instant and he wouldn't let it go. Ever.

"Don't forget it."

Even as his voice trailed somewhere off in the distant herding fields, he felt a sigh overcome his body. Almost like he were releasing all the stress that he'd felt earlier in the day, with a single exhale he felt comfort.

"_I guess if I can get used to Phobos, there's hope right? I think I can make it."_

There was hope; there would always be hope. And as long as there was hope, there was a chance. The smirk on her face, the one she tried to hold back when she said there was hope, wasn't something he could forget. He wouldn't. She deserved to be here, on Berk. He _wanted_ her to stay.

And then there was silence.

"He went out of his way to protect me that night." Out of the stillness of the pasture, her tone took on a sudden depth. "Then he shielded me from Stormfly, how could I wish hurt on something or someone who helped me so many times? Animals that have no souls…couldn't do that."

Was she talking about Toothless?

"The second I heard something happened to Rye because of a dragon it brought up everything I'd stored away," She allowed her chin to fall and her eyes to rest on the ground. "But I guess I forgot the good things he did for me. Phobos could turn out the same way, right?"

"With the right guidance," A full-fledged smile appeared on his face.

"And you," Finally for the first time that evening, she turned _his_ way, her red, puffy, exhausted eyes meeting his. "You promised me and you've never gone back on any promise. I have to trust you _and_ Rye."

The smile faded away from his face. "Even though Rye was scared of dragons, she took in a Terrible Terror. She wouldn't do that for just any reason. You said it yourself, they were _meant_ for each other."

"I'll talk to her."

"Good." He nodded a single time. "You can trust me."

"I do." The ends of her lips curled into a small smile.

Once again there was silence. He stared at her and she stared back. Did they need words at this point? After all, for whatever reason, she'd been more honest with _him_ than her own sister. Why? Who knows _why_? The fact was that they were at this point now. If this whole situation could be fixed with a few simple conversations then he could do it. Things had been much easier this time around compared to the first week she was home, that was a good sign wasn't it? Just like she trusted him, he had to have faith in her. They could do this _together_.

"Oh," He broke their silent connection with a lighter tone. "What possessed you to punch my dad's wall? He _is _the village chief. That was pretty bold of you."

Her right arm lifted, fingers running through the bangs that covered the left side of her face. "I'm sorry; when I get mad…I just kinda lose it. I'll fix it, I promise."

"Don't worry about it." He felt a small laugh leave his lips.

"Easy for you to say," She withdrew her hand from her face. "Your dad already dislikes me." With a loud inhale through her nose she paused to hold her breath long enough to speak once more, "Ah well."

Eh, what could he say to counter that? They _both_ knew it was true. For whatever reason, his dad never took a real liking to the chef, not at all like he had to Rye. Then again Hea was a bit on the rebellious side with a mouth lacking a filter. But, he wouldn't have it any other way! The sheep herder was fine, just the way she was.

She knew that, right? Did she know that _he_ wanted her to stay? Sure she did! It was obvious enough, he'd said it a number of times already.

_But did it sink in?_

Maybe she needed to hear it again, maybe she needed to hear it on a regular basis and if anyone was up for doing it, it was him. "I want you to know, that as long as you're with Toothless and I, we will never let any dragon hurt you. You, Rye or Bug."

A look of shock glazed over her features. Her eyebrows touched the top of her forehead while her lips parted in the slightest manner. She couldn't be _shocked_ by that, could she? It was just a verbal promise of something that he and his partner had been doing all along. So she _did_ need to hear it, out loud, again. Either way, nothing was going to stop him from keeping his word. There wouldn't be anything that would keep him from helping her or anyone else in the community. It was his duty, he'd brought the dragons to Berk to begin with it was the least he could-

The sensation of warm arms around his back made him flinch _hard_. He stiffened against the touch of the older female beside him. After taking a short second to realize what she was doing, he allowed his muscles to relax. She was hugging him, now? What for? He didn't say anything that warranted _that_ kind of reaction had he?

"Thank you…" She whispered.

He couldn't resist the smile that erupted on his face. As long as she was happy and safe, that's all that mattered. If he could do one thing to make her feel better or convince her to stay here then he'd done more than enough. They, Rye, _he_ needed her to be here. They were a family, they couldn't just split apart!

Just as she had done, he lifted his arms and wrapped them around her back. The moment his hands touched her, her fingertips clenched the pelt on his back. Almost as if beyond control, he squeezed her in his arms and earned a small gasp from the older female. Maybe she just needed someone to give her a reassuring hug at the end of the day. He could do that, no problem. And if she needed more reassurance later? He'd be there. As long as she made an effort, he would too.

Act End.
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><p>Unnecessary Culture Shock<p>

Act Twenty One

The last number of weeks hadn't been easy, not by a long shot. But was it worth it? It had to be, everything happens for a reason, right? Besides, getting to be social and talk with the small group of friends she had _was_ quite entertaining. Was she 'over' her fear of giant, flying reptiles? Not at all but at least she could tolerate them at this point. The shivering fear, smell of anxiety and racing heart were calming down to where being in front of a huge dragon seemed less stressful. Either that or she'd long grown used to fight or flight sense that turned her stomach so.

The smell of fresh air hit her nostrils and allowed her muscles to relax. Ah, since when did sheep herding become more relaxing than boring? Then again, having a regular co-worker to share her time with did make the time pass by faster than usual. From her seat on the soft grass, her back pressed against her regular sitting stone, she looked to her left. Beside her, seated in the same way she was, was Hiccup. With a smirk and the sound of his voice in her ears, she exhaled. His nightly visits to the pasture had become more than a routine, more like something they _both_ looked forward to.

Chatting until her shift was nearly over, it was almost like she'd spent no time at all doing work. Talking, confiding and expressing different fears, pleasures and aspects of lame jokes wasn't something she could find in any other person, minus Rye. Since when did this little duckling become so fun? Years ago, she would have never pictured herself laughing the night away with _Hiccup_. Hell, back then she wasn't even sure if he knew _how_ to smile let alone laugh.

It didn't help that he was way wise beyond his years. Shoot, he was even more mature than _her_, even if she'd never admit it out loud. At least not yet. He'd taught a thousand times better than any teacher, elder or village chief, he showed her a point of view that didn't exist to Vikings at a time. And he hadn't just shown _her_ the light, but a village full of adults, children and teens alike. Who knew someone so small could accomplish so much.

With all the good he had already done, he also did something for her she never thought possible. How he managed to get her to confess her deepest darkest secret to the only family she had was a miracle. How long had it been since she swore to herself that she'd never, _ever_ tell anyone such a private promise? But there he sat, first to know, first never to tell and first to solve her problem. How could she ever really thank him for something so special? No amount of scones, sweet breads or turkey dinners could ever make amends for that.

So why was it that he never asked for anything in return? Never had he said, _'you're welcome'_, in that sarcastic tone he was so well known for. No '_you owe me'_ or _'I scratch your back, you scratch mine'_. Just plain, simple, sweet Hiccup.

Damn him for being so perfect.

"Was shaving the sheep harder than it sounds?"

Hea flinched and even though she'd been staring at him, her vision refocused to see that he was looking out into the pasture, at the 'naked' livestock. Finally able to tear her eyes away from the secret prodigy, she followed his line of sight. Gah, the crappy, choppy and uneven 'hair cut' she gave those poor sheep was a terrible eyesore. Damn right it was harder than it sounded! Stupid animals never stood still enough to where she could cut evenly.

"You think they'd be used to getting shaved by now," She laughed, eyes shutting and shielding her from her dreadful workmanship grazing the field. "I nearly chopped off a few ears with all the wiggling they did."

A soft chuckle left his lips, the sound of his voice vibrating in her eardrum. "I don't think I'd like it if someone came up to me and shaved all my hair off without notice."

"Yeah, I suppose."

Hea reopened her eyes while pulling her knees against her chest. She then moved her chin to the tops of her kneecaps and once again took in the chilled night air. Ah, could things get any more peaceful? A clear night with the company of someone she had a lot of respect for? It was pretty nice! Now if she could only impress him, things would be _extra_ perfect.

Her eyes scanned the pasture the moment their conversation came to a stop, only to land on the only puff ball in sight. A smirk appeared on her face before she could realize it as she watched her dog prance the area, no doubt checking the perimeter. It was something the female pup did every night but it never failed to amaze her, how could such a small dog act like such a wolf? Geez, even the sheep treated her like she was the alpha of the village.

"So are you going to clip Bug?" He said at her side.

"Nah," She shook her head. "It's too close to autumn to remove all that fluff. Plus, she'd hate my guts if I did. There was a time; when I _did_ cut her fur back when we were traveling though."

"Oh?" He turned to her, emerald eyes glued to her face. "How'd that go?"

"Ha," The flashbacks of the dog's face when she'd finished her first hair cut was unforgettable; the way her ears folded backward and the large, misty eyes was just too cute! "She was so embarrassed. I'm pretty sure it's that coat she takes most pride in. I promised her that I wouldn't do it again unless I had to."

"I can see that," He turned to face forward once again.

"Besides," Hea lifted her chin, her tone changing into one lighter. "What would I do with all that fur? It's way too coarse to use for anything! It's itchy enough as it is to sleep next to!"

Another rumbling chuckle made her shiver. "It'd make a good filling, maybe?"

She turned in the trainer's direction, her heart thumping away in her chest. "If you don't mind the smell of dog, that is."

He once again looked to her, eyes locking and a smile to match hers. "Doesn't bother me."

_Of course it wouldn't._

She couldn't keep staring at him like this; it made her look way strange. But to tear her eyes off the boy wonder was almost like missing out on a 'once in a lifetime' spectacle. Sure he was cute, bordering on the level of attractive she'd find in someone her age, but there was _no way_ he could steal her heart away!

_You're only a few years apart, you know._

What was _that_ supposed to be, a secret inner voice in her head or something?! Heartbeats making their way to her throat, she felt her mouth grow dry as she watched his eyes. He refused to break their contact and even if they'd be looking at one another for seconds, in some way mere moments ticked away like ages. Damn, why couldn't _he_ be the first to look away?! It was hard enough to turn away when he was _smiling_ at her the way he was. With the right side of his lip curled, eyebrows leveled and soft locks moving across his forehead.

_Don't forget the freckles!_

The urge to say 'shut up' out loud came into the logical side of her brain but left soon after. Looking at him now and knowing of all the good he'd done and how awkwardly funny he was also was not helping the crush factor either. Knowing he'd helped not only humans but dragons alike made her heart soar. Anyone who had a kind heart for animals was a person worth keeping around.

_Ironic given you hated dragons for the longest time._

Her most recent mental argument flowing through her head, she turned away from the boy sitting beside her. With her only choice to be to look at the ground, she inhaled via her nostrils and held it. She had to change the subject or something, anything to get her head out of the clouds!

Her lips parted and her mind prepared itself for her next words when the sound of grunting and crunching grass caught her off guard. She moved her chin away from the dragon master and looked outward only to find her dog, on her back. With all four legs in the air, she kicked and snorted all while rubbing her back against the ground. Ugh, had she found a nice, smelly spot?

_Oh Bug, you're always my lifesaver!_

"Hey, two rolls and that's it." She called to her furry daughter. "I don't want you to stink up the house and it's getting too cold for you to get a bath."

"Huh," Hiccup tilted his head to the side. "That's looks…interesting."

"Do dragons do stuff like that?" She asked, her focus on the canine tossing about in the dirt.

"Yeah actually," He huffed, almost like he was recalling some far off memory. "There are certain plants that'll make them do that kinda thing."

"Hm."

_Now that the subject's come up, how is the Big Guy?_

Relieving herself from her seated position, she allowed her legs to stretch out once again before bringing herself to her knees. Gazing over the large stone they sat against, she looked over to the slumbering Night Fury who napped behind them.

"He looks tired tonight," She said, making certain to keep her voice soft.

"He should." His voice sounded a bit closer, as if he'd moved along with her to get a look at his partner. "We had an extra-long flight today; it took a lot out of him but its good exercise."

"Nothing wrong with a tired dragon or dog for that matter." Hea felt a smile appear on her face, as the said dragon adjusted to the sounds of their voices. "That's the best thing for them actually, that way they're not crawling up the walls in the middle of the night."

After finishing her sentence, she released her flat palms from the cold stone and backed away. As she moved rearward, she bent her left knee while allowing her right to extend outward across the grass. As she made herself comfortable in her seat, she felt her left shoulder hit something solid and warm. Eyes widening upon contact she felt the skin of her upper arm brush against a familiar fabric.

Oh no, she wasn't _touching_ him, was she? Dare she look to her left and lock eyes with him again? How stupid would she look this time, now basically nose to nose with the cute kid? Ah shit, he was just cute, right? It wouldn't be too bad, after all he was _just cute_, just someone she happened to have a lot of _respect_ for and just someone she had _puppy love_ for.

Her heart throbbed in her chest cavity, almost to the point where she was sure he could hear it. A rather uncomfortable and embarrassing heat hit her cheeks and while she hoped in silence that her face wouldn't be highlighted in the darkness, she turned her chin to her left shoulder.

And there he was again, his facial expression no different from what he was minutes before, he looked at her with the same smile and set of soft eyes. He didn't mind that her shoulder was brushing against his? She was sure that someone who wasn't exactly used to social interaction would jerk and pull away but here he was, as normal as could be.

But what was it about _this_ moment seemed more special, intimate and unique than anything before?

_Forget just being cute. You're gorgeous. _

Even through the pain of an uncomfortable flush on her cheeks, she felt a grin cross her lips. It was the least she could give him; anyway, he'd done so much more for her in the past.

Falling into a more relax posture, she relieved some weight from the smaller male's shoulder and turned her attention away from him. "We learned that from Phobos the hard way."

"I bet," Out of the corner of her eye, she watched as he looked forward once again. "She's still small; she has to have a lot of energy. But I think the training is working out pretty well."

"Oh yeah," She nodded once. "I don't know what I would have done with the rat if you hadn't taught her to be a lady. She's decent now but before I was ready to move out of the house."

"It helps that she's food motivated." Hiccup exhaled through his nose.

"As long as it's working, that's all I care about."

She felt the dragon tamer shift in his seat, as if he were looking at her once again. "Is that a compliment?"

Beyond control and without a second thought, her left elbow shot out and proceeded to land against his upper arm. "I'm not stingy with my compliments, I give 'em where their due!"

Instead of any verbal response he went on to release a few low laughs. No doubt a hundred sarcastic replies were swimming through his head at the moment; at least he had a filter. A lot of people on Berk didn't have one… either that or they refused to use theirs.

"Anyway, about food motivation." Hea shrugged, pulling her elbow away from her companion. "As you can tell, Bug is very food motivated."

"As I can tell?" He repeated, eyes probably landing on the fuzz ball in the pasture. "Isn't all of that fur?"

A small giggle traveled up her throat, "Nah. I've been told by a few people that I should be careful with her weight because it can be a lot of her little legs to carry but I like Bug just the way she is."

"Well," Hiccup inhaled deeply, shoulders moving upward for a brief moment. "It isn't just Bug who's tempted; plenty of dragons will listen when you have fish."

"Ah, so our first lesson makes more sense now."

"It hasn't failed me yet," He finally exhaled and added just a bit of weight to her arm. "Meatlug seemed really friendly with you when you fed her."

"Eh, we're getting there, right? Slowly but surely."

"It hasn't been that long, Hea." He replied faster than expected.

"It's been _two months _since that incident with the rat." The sheep herder took the opportunity to glance his way. "It feels like it's been years since we started this."

He looked back to her with a single brow lifted and a smile still on his features. "Hey, we got you living with Phobos again right? Plus you got a chance to meet everyone's dragons and you're doing _pretty_ well. At least you can stay in the same area and not panic now."

"I guess."

Two months had never felt longer. What was with these lessons that made time go by so slowly? Working long hours at night didn't help either. Ah well, Hiccup was right, they were getting somewhere at least. It could be worse right? She had a bigger support team than she predicted.

"_I want you to know, that as long as you're with Toothless and I, we will never let any dragon hurt you."_

And who wouldn't believe a promise like that?

"_You, Rye or Bug."_

The sensation of his elbow tapping against her side made the girl flinch and turn in his direction. "Hang in there a bit longer."

_Thanks._

Silence never seemed sweeter. Time to appreciate what life had given her, them, and everyone on Berk. Peaceful times wouldn't last forever but memories could, right? Best remember the _now_ and worry about the future when it came. Whenever it came.

"So you think you're ready to get back on Toothless for another flight?"

The random question and the rather _laid back_ tone in his voice made her flinch, _hard_. "What?!" At the point of nearly yelling, she pulled away from the boy and turned around completely to face him.

"I think it's time to try and ride Toothless again." He repeated, the smirk on his face never once fading even as she moved away from him.

"You know I can't." She pouted. "I get sick, remember?"

His features finally fell. "It's kinda hard _not_ to forget that."

She narrowed her eyes. "Exactly."

"But you've come a long way," His brows furrowed and arms extended in her direction. "I think last time it was more about you being nervous than anything. Why not try? We know now that you might feel sick so we can stop sooner."

"Yeah, I don't think so." Hea crossed her arms over her bust.

"Come on," The ends of his lips curled up once again. "I promise this time you won't get sick."

"You promise?" Her brow lifted. "How can you promise that, do you have a magic word to stop the nausea?"

"Why not? I got you to ride a dragon before right? That was a little like magic." Hiccup lowered his arms, smirk turning into a full blown smile.

A promise? A promise from _him_? How could she turn him down, after all he'd done for her? Besides, he'd never _really_ broken a promise before. Even when Phobos had burnt Rye's arm, it hadn't happened because dragons were vicious or mean, it was an accident. Even if she didn't realize it at the time, things seemed so much clearer than they had weeks ago.

"_He won't hurt you, I promise."_

"Fine, I'll tell you what," Hea relaxed her arms enough to remove them from their crossed position. "You get me that magic cure and I'll promise _you_ that I'll ride Tooth whenever, wherever, for as long as you want."

A second of disbelief washed over his face but as her words digested with him, his confident yet awkward trademark grin returned. He then moved his right arm out from his side and presented his open palm to her.

"Deal."

A handshake? Fine. Two could play at that game. She moved her right arm out in the same way he had and until their fingers touched, she continued to press her hand against his. Once within distance, both parties clenched their hands and gave each other one solid shake.

"Deal."

Act End.

* * *

><p>Note: I just wanted to apologize for the lack of updating. Not to ramble on about personal things but there was an incident and an ER visit was required, you know un-fun stuff. Anyway! I wanted to clear something up about this chapter, if anyone thought that I skipped the conversation between Hea and Rye.<p>

The reason why I didn't cover it was because it would have been a conversation between two original characters. _And_ for what I had planned out, no cannon characters were going to be present in the discussion. So let's be honest, that's more original than fan fiction, isn't it? Not to mention I didn't feel that a lot of people wanted to read a conversation between two characters they may not feel attached to.

After watching the HTTYD movie, we all bonded with a character (or two!) and most of the time, when we fans read fan fiction we're in it for our favorite character. No shame in that! So, in the end who wants to read about someone's original characters having a deep, angsty discussion?

Hey, I love OC stories, all sorts but I don't know if even I would enjoy reading a whole chapter of a fic dedicated to two OCs chatting. (Unless it was absolutely necessary for the storyline to continue and in this case it wasn't required.) So I decided to move the plot along.

Anyway, thanks for reading in any event. It does mean a lot to me. Not to mention you guys are the most awesome people ever. I hope you come back for chapter twenty two!

Much love.
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Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Twenty Two

She moved her torso to the left, then right and forward. With a pair of thick gloves covering her delicate hands, she dug through the dirt, sorting through an array of stones, gravel and bugs until a hint of orange came into view. Yes! Not wasting a single second, Rye drove her hands into the ground, fingers searching for the vegetable she'd gotten a glimpse at.

Once the tips of her fingers tapped something solid, her fingers clenched. She then yanked the carrot from the dirt, pulling it into the lukewarm air. Larger than she expected, her face beamed; seeing the plants _she_ planted in the ground grow into edible food never failed to amaze her. Ah, having a busy schedule never felt better.

"Looks like another keeper."

Rye lifted her chin and glanced to her left. She shot a smile at the man who had been keeping her company for the past five or so minutes. Stoick, eyes glued to the veggie in her hand, smiled almost as if he seemed _pleased_. When did their village chief ever seem at ease? Ah well, it was a welcome change, right?

"Yep!" She moved her attention away from the elder male and turned to one of five containers, the first of many to fill. "This basket's just about ready to move over to Mead Hall and I _still_ have more carrots to dig up. We sure do have a lot."

"That's never a bad thing." He hummed.

After moving her buried treasure to her overflowing woven container, she looked down once again, ready for another dig when something in the soil twitched. Ugh, again? Rye pressed her index finger into the dirt and flicked aside some excess earth only to find a wiggling pink worm in her presence. Well at least _someone_ would be happy with this find.

"Phobs," She jerked her head up, looking forward. "I've got another one for you, baby."

From out of a pile of dirt, her Terrible Terror poked her head out. With soil flying in every other direction, the lizard leapt from her digging hold on the ground and waddled her way toward the nurse. All the while, Phobos' tongue snuck out of her mouth once or twice, cleaning any filth from her face. Once within distance, her eyes locked on the moving target.

"At least she won't be so hungry tonight." Rye smiled, brow lifted with amusement. "Saves us some extra meat for tomorrow."

"Ah, fair trade." Stoick said in a rather light and friendly tone.

The four eyed female looked to the ground once again only to find her pet had moved back to her preferred digging spot. Dropping right back into her hole, she kicked more soil skyward, adding to her growing pile of dirt. What was with the digging? Maybe she was looking for more food?

"It's been so fun having her around." She thought aloud. "Not only is it helping with that text Gobber, Hiccup and I are working on but she's amazing to watch. Just when I thought I'd finished my article on her, she does something new to surprise me."

"Hiccup says the same about Toothless," From the corner of her view, she watched as Stoick looked to her Terror as well. "So everything's been peaceful around the house?"

"Really good." She nodded, her heart swelling. "Your kid is a real lifesaver, you know."

Instead of any verbal reply, her superior glanced to the floor and chuckled to himself. Was he embarrassed of being proud or just so proud he couldn't find the right words? Either way it was way more positive than it had been in the past.

"Oh," The female removed her sights from her dragon and looked to the chief. "Thanks for letting me help with the gardening. It gives me something else to do when I'm not working with people or Phobos. It's nice to be useful."

"No one here should ever have too much free time," He looked to her with a semi-smile. Was that a good thing or bad? "Every hand helps, if it was more work you wanted, you only needed to say so."

Oh, it was _that_ easy, was it? Resisting the urge to give her eyes a playful roll, she sent a smirk in the Viking's direction. "Either way, thanks. This is really fun, watching something you planted grow like this. Pretty rewarding."

"If that makes you happy, good."

She felt her smile fade away and her brows arch to the top of her forehead. "But do we really need _this_ much? What are we gonna do with all of these veggies? The dragons aren't eating them."

She watched as the man to her left went from relax to a bit tense. The look of serenity on his face shifted in a snap and suddenly, he seemed uneasy. "I wanted some extra stock so we can prepare for-"

"Dad!"

Both male and female stiffened to the sound of Hiccup's call. Both turning their chins in the direction it was coming from, they waited until the boy stepped around the corner of her home. The moment his voice stopped echoing, Phobos jumped out of her hole in the ground and scurried across the ground until she landed on the gardener's shoulder. After appearing, she noticed it appeared like he'd been looking for someone, his dad maybe? After all, he _was_ calling for Stoick. With his father in view, Hiccup stepped closer and waited for his parent's reply.

"What is it? Something wrong?" Stoick rose from his seat on a crate to meet his kin.

"Uh, no." The boy relaxed his muscles. "I actually needed to talk to Rye." He moved his green eyes to _her_. "Gobber said you two were together in the garden so…"

Her? He wanted to talk to _her_? Whatever for? Besides working together for very brief meetings, once a week, they didn't have much to really talk about. What did they have in common besides Phobos anyway? Ah well, it had to be important, why else would he go around asking where she was if it wasn't? Best to find out right away.

"Need something?" Rye asked, her right hand lifting to her forehead and wiping away the sweat that had gathered there.

"Um, yeah." He answered in an uneasy tone, was he nervous about something? "Can we talk inside?" Hiccup lifted his arm and jerked his thumb in the direction of her house.

"Sure."

Before she could pick herself up, Phobos' nails dug into the fabric that covered her shoulder. Wincing only for a moment, she pushed her weight off of her left leg and pulled herself into a standing position. She took a second to dust off her pants and wring her leather gloves free from as much dirt as possible.

"Hey Phobos," Her ear twitched to the sound of Hiccup addressing her pet. As soon as she could, she looked his way only to find him greeting the said dragon.

Her tiny accomplice chirped at the young male, tail wagging in the slightest manner. Was she excited to see her trainer? Hm, it'd make sense; she had been listening to every word he had to give her. The spoiled little thing loved the attention, so why not welcome a friend when she could?

"Okay, I'm ready." Rye smiled and nodded in the tamer's direction a single time.

He gave her a shallow bob in return before stepping back around the house, disappearing from his father's eyes. The moment he left, she glanced over her shoulder to the village chief. Once their eyes locked, Stoick looked to her with his brow raised, as if he was asking her what was going on without any words. In response, she shrugged her shoulders.

_No reason to wait, better get this done._

The nurse turned her back to the headhancho and followed after his son. Before she could even think twice about what was going on, she found herself standing in front of her door. As promised, he was waiting for her, hand already on the doorknob. Wow, he was persistent, wasn't he? As soon as she stepped close enough, he twisted the knob and pulled the heavy wooden structure open. He then stood to the side, allowing her access to the home first.

She muttered a near silent 'thank you' and moved passed him until she was inside the safety of her own abode. As she entered the kitchen area, the sound of his footfalls and the front door closing made her nerves stand on end. Damn, being social, even with someone who _understood_ what it was like, was hard.

Now at the metal sink, Rye removed her dirty gloves and tossed them down. In the same moment, Phobos hopped off her shoulder and landed on the counter beside her. The nurse in training then lifted her overworked hands to her face and rubbed her open palms against her cheeks. The crust of dried mud met her fingertips and made her cringe. How long had she been running around with dirt on her face? With a grunt and sigh, she pulled her glasses from her ears and placed them down beside her pet.

"So what's up?" She asked, meanwhile she searched for a soft cloth to clean her skin. "This kinda out of the blue."

"Yeah, I know." He sounded closer than she expected, no doubt he was at Phobos' side, stroking her head. "I'm going to have to give my dad a crafty excuse later tonight."

Excuse? Did that mean this meeting was supposed to stay _private_? What the hell?

"Okay, so what is it?" She asked, fingers clenched to the towel that she pressed against to the side of her face.

"I wanted to know if you had anything that will stop nausea."

Nausea? Rye pulled the cloth away from her cheek and turned to the younger male. She lifted a brow at him and pouted her bottom lip. Was he sick? From the moments before when she was wearing her frames she could see that he _was _looking kinda pale and tired. Or maybe it was someone in his crew that was feeling icky. Either way, no one deserved to have a tummy ache!

"You got a stomach flu?" She asked, "Or maybe a full belly? You _do_ look a little off."

He stiffened. "No it's not for me. I uh…just need something for an upset stomach."

She narrowed her stare. Was he just preparing for a time when he _did_ have a tummy problem? That was a bit strange, when did Hiccup ever come to her for any sort of remedy? Even when he was ill, his dad took really good care of him. Maybe Tuffnut was sick and too proud to ask for help? Then again in the times when he wasn't feeling great in the past, he wouldn't hesitate to pound at her door and demand relief.

Ugh, if it _wasn't_ for him then she just made herself look like a real idiot. Saying he looked _a little off_ and all. Shit, that wasn't going to hurt his feelings, would it? That was the last thing she wanted, the kid had done too much for everyone to feel down for any reason.

Back to reality, the woman plucked her glasses from the counter and slipped them on before continuing, "Sure, I've got something that should help."

She allowed her eyes to linger on the youngster a bit longer before turning around and stepping toward the cabinets along the wall. Still suspicious and questionable, she pulled open one of the wooden doors and extended her reach inside, fingers searching for the desired item.

"This will work with something like seasickness right?"

She froze. Seasickness? What? With the cure ingredient secure in her left hand, she pulled away from the cabinet and turned to face the strange boy. Brow arched as far as it could go, she tilted her head to the right as if she were confused.

"Who's getting seasick? No one on Berk gets seasick, besides me of course." She resisted the urge to shudder at the thought of rocky waves slamming against a sailing ship.

"Getting seasick is the same as getting airsick, right?" Hiccup asked, eyes wide and innocent.

Airsick…? Oh! Before she could think or even breathe, her right hand shot up to her face and slapped over her open mouth. Again without a second thought, she released a loud and rather deep gasp of air. The male standing in front of her flinched and stiffened at the sound, almost like she'd caught him in a lie or discovered his deepest, darkest secret.

Was this about Hea, about her _sister_? She was the only person on Berk who ever complained about being airsick! The night he'd first got her to ride Toothless and after that mess with a missing dog, Hea had confessed all about how embarrassed she was that she nearly tossed her lunch in front of him. Why would the chef even risk trying again? After all she detested being sick, especially the aspect of puking. And the even bigger question, how the hell did Hiccup convince her to try again?! Had he once again used his magic to get Hea to turn over a new leaf?

"You're doing this for Hea?" Her voice came out muffled as she spoke between her fingers.

Again his body became ridged, this time with a soft dusting of pink highlighting his face. He cleared his throat a _number_ of times before finally speaking. "I thought we could try again. She's been doing really well."

_Is that the _only _reason?_

Rye removed her hand from her lips slower than she wanted, all the while; her eyes were stuck to the uneasy boy in front of her. "How did you even get her to agree to this? She was so against it last time you two tried."

His eyes shifted to the left. "We talked."

This was news to her! Since when did her younger sis go about without telling her these things? Why did she have to hear it from _him_? Sure, she was aware that he had been accompanying her during her night shifts but she never thought their conversations could have gone in _that_ direction! When did this come up anyway? Last night? Hea _was_ working last night.

"You didn't answer my question, how'd you do it?"

"We kind of made a bet." With his eyes still on some far off object, he moved his left hand to the back of his neck. "I told her if I could come up with a way to stop the airsickness, she'd ride with me."

The blood in her veins froze over.

_Oh Thor, I was sure he said 'she'd ride _me_'. What the hell are you thinking?!_

Taking a brief moment to shake her noggin, Rye refocused her eyes on the flustered male. Still seeming very uncomfortable and completely out of his realm, he inhaled through his nose, chest expanding, but eyes still elsewhere.

"Okay, I think I have a cure for you." She said after clearing her throat. "It's an old home remedy but I promise it'll work like a charm."

His spirits lifted as she finished and moved closer to him. Still trying to shake the horrid imagery out of her head, Rye stepped to the counter he was closet to and placed the item in her right hand down.

"Ginger root."

Hiccup removed his hand from the back of his neck and inched closer, "Really?"

"Yep!" The nurse placed her hands to her hips. "Cook it, grind it and stick it in something edible and it will work."

The look of relief on the trainer's face faded and when he glanced up at her, he appeared uneasy once again. "Let's just say I'm not too good at cooking," He sent the most pathetic look her way.

"Eh," Rye pulled in her bottom lip. "Neither am I. And Fishlegs' dad is always busy cooking at Mead Hall, especially now 'cause we're growing so many extra plants."

"I don't even know what I'd make with ginger," Hiccup's shoulders slumped forward.

"There are always cookies," The nurse lifted her hand and began to count on her fingers. "Then tea and of course candied ginger."

"Which of those is the easiest?"

Hell if she knew. "Not sure, candied I think." She dropped her arm.

The candied stuff was basically sugar and cooked ginger root, right? Then again, if _she_ had no idea how to cook it how would a teenage _boy_ know how to? Was there anyone, who wasn't busy up to their eyeballs with work, that knew how to do this kinda thing? Astrid and Ruffnut weren't the type to keep kitchen knowhow in their heads, nah they were too young for that stuff just yet.

Hm, of course there was the obvious choice but would he go for it?

"Okay but how do I do that?"

Rye flinched, breaking out of her thoughts she offered the only idea that could come to mind. "There's always Hea, you could ask her to help."

Hiccup straightened his back. "I'd rather do it without her knowing."

Why? What was that about? Some Viking pride or maybe it was something else. Either way making things more complicated wasn't going to save anyone anytime. "Hea's the only one who knows what she's doing and isn't too busy to help. Plus I think she'd have a lot of fun cooking with you."

"Yeah I guess." He sounded and appeared defeated. "So much for a magically cure, right?"

Ah, so that was it. How did their conversation go exactly anyway? Was he trying to impress her or was it some kind of inside joke? Cute. Hea wouldn't mind helping, in fact she'd probably prefer it that way; cooking _was_ her calling after all. It wouldn't make it any less special if he surprised her with magic or not but then again this was a young _boy_, maybe he had higher expectations when it came to a date.

_When does this officially become a date anyway? _

Did Hea think of it as such? This would require a long conversation when the woman in question returned from walking Bug.

"You could always pass the cooking process off as being a part of making the magic real." Her heartstrings snapping with empathy for the chief's son, she shrugged her shoulders once.

Bringing his eyes back from the floor, he looked to the gardener with a pair of brows that were flipped upside down. "I'm pretty sure Hea wouldn't buy it, she's too old for that."

Rye's features softened. "Try it. You'd be surprised."

Girls had dreams, fantasies and imaginations, it could work. And if it didn't at least he tried, right? Hea might get a good mental laugh or 'aww' out of his attempt but she'd appreciate it. Her sister could play tough guy as much as she liked but in the end, she had a soft heart. It wouldn't take much to sweep her off her feet.

"I guess I have no choice then." A deep inhale made her smile. "It does kinda ruin the surprise though." He hung his head just a bit.

Rye felt her small smirk grow into an all-out beam. "You're pretty romantic, Hiccup."

A round of lighthearted laughter left the said boy's lips, his shoulder bouncing ever so slightly as he did so. While in mid-chuckle, he brought his chin up to meet her and he flashed her his best awkward grin.

"You know me, that's what I do best."

Poor thing was more self-conscious then she expected, especially after what happened with Red Death. He needed a good and proper thanks, either that or something to distract him. Well, this should do for the time being, it would take all the concentration in the world to make sure Hea didn't puke her guts up when she was riding Toothless.

_But what about when that's over? What then?_

The thought of the close future made her heart sink. There was no telling what could or might happen in the next year or so. If so much could change on Berk within the last year, who knew what the next few years could bring. Things could only get better, right?

_Stop thinking so much; focus on what's happening now!_

Trying her best to rid her mind of any further nerve racking questions, Rye watched as the trainer in front of her fiddle around with the raw ginger root caught between his hands. What was he thinking now? He sure did look tired, just how long was he up last night? She knew that he'd been spending his late nights with Hea but they couldn't be talking _all night_, could they?

The fact that she verbally pointed out that he looked _sick_ didn't help matters either. Shit, she had to repair the bridge before she could cross it.

"Oh, and I'm sorry that I thought you looked sickly." Her eyes moved away from him while her cheeks threatened to swell with blood.

"Don't worry about it," Hiccup replied in a light tone. "I am tired; I was up pretty late last night."

"Were you talking to Hea yesterday night?" Feeling a tad better than she had moments before, the older woman allowed her eyes to bounce back to the Viking.

After the last words from her question hit the air, his brows darted to the top of his forehead and he tightened his jaw. "Yeah."

"Just how late did you stay?"

His eyes moved from object to object, never once stopping on her. "Her entire shift, pretty much."

Rye felt her features fall and just a _hint_ of laughter crawling up the back of her throat. "That must have been late, did you get _any_ sleep?"

Hiccup pulled in his bottom lip before allowing his brow line to relax. "Not much. I managed to catch a few extra hours but my dad woke me up. I spent the rest of the morning looking into any kind of cure that might work."

So she happened to be his _last_ ditch effort? Ugh, there was no way she was taking it personally, was she? After all, this was a _guy_ she was working with! He probably didn't want _anyone_ to know about this little meeting. Not to mention he possibly wanted the satisfaction of knowing he came up with the 'cure' himself.

"Well, this'll work and I promise not to mention this meeting to anyone." Even with all the nagging voices in her mind telling her she was a 'trump card', she was able to send a wink to the tense kid. "Even if Gobber or your dad happen to ask me."

"I'd appreciate that." Hiccup lifted his chin, finally allowing his large eyes to meet her own.

"Hey, it's the least I could do, you've been a big help." Her expression softened, seeing the once outcast blossom.

The shorter male took a second to tilt his head to the left and furrow his eyebrows. "I have?"

'_I have'_? Was he _kidding_?! There was no way he was that modest, he knew very well what he'd done for her, for Hea, for Berk. Maybe he needed to hear it; either that or he was just way naïve.

"Of course you have." Rye removed her hands from her hips and proceeded to lean forward onto her wooden counter. Elbow bent in a crossed position, she looked at the boy in front of her with all the honesty she could muster. "First you teach Hea 'the basics', then you vouch for me when Phobos needed a home and then you got Hea and I to talk about something that we both swore we wouldn't."

His eyes grew wide.

"I can't say thank you enough but if I can help in any way, I'll be happy to do anything possible."

His posture and features relaxed and a smile returned to his freckled cheeks. "Well still, thanks."

"You're welcome." Rye tilted her head to her right shoulder. "You better get going, it's already noon, you'll need to catch Hea before she decides to sleep."

"Sure."

"Oh," She moved her right hand up with her index finger pointed toward the ceiling. "And please, if you're this tired already, could you delay this flight until you've _both_ gotten some sleep?"

Hiccup gave a single, solid nod of his head. "I can do that." He broke eye contact first, turning on his heel and giving her his back. "See you around."

"Uh huh."

He stepped forward, ginger root in hand and no doubt mind filling with a bunch of questions. Was he nervous? Hell, she could tell he was in the way he _stood_. Even the way he talked showed that he was just a bundle of uneasy nerves. He'd do okay though, he wasn't stupid. A little awkward maybe but as long as he didn't pick a fight with her sister, she was sure Hea would be gentle.

"Hiccup," Rye called out once more, forcing the younger male to glance over his shoulder.

"Yeah?"

"Good luck."

He gave another bob of his head before moving toward the front door. This was nothing, if he could save the whole village, get his dad to accept dragons _and_ get through Hea's hardhead, this would be a walk in the park. He'd been through things ten times worse, this was gonna be a snap.

Act End.

* * *

><p>So happy Halloween, everyone! Tricks and treats for all! Enjoy and be safe today, okay?<p>

On another side note, I've been working on a sort of AU HTTYD fic. One with Dagur included because hey, everyone loves THAT guy. Anyway, I'm not sure if it's worth posting. More of a story for me, being a fanturd. It's something to think about.

Much love,

CaBu12.


	23. Act Twenty Three

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Twenty Three

Hea looked down at her left to see her dog dragging her paws. Aw, was she tired? She had pulled an all-nighter, on top of working for the last five days. Maybe some of that extra weight she'd been carrying on her four paws would burn off. Not that it really mattered anyway; as long as she was healthy she could be the chubbiest canine on Berk. Actually, she _preferred _it that way, it made the fluff ball even more adorable.

Ah well, they were just about home anyway. In a matter of seconds, they'd be inside and they _both_ could get back to working on their well-earned sleep! Having a tiny bladder sure sucked, didn't it? Thank Odin she didn't have to pee every few hours like Bug had to suffer through. With a giggle, the owner stepped closer to her home, her partner lingering at her side.

As she closed the distance between the home and herself, Hea felt her eyes track a bundle of Vikings gathered around Rye's backyard garden. What was this? This was pretty unusual given that Rye was supposed to be busy and she was supposed to be asleep. What was going on now? She narrowed her eyes to see the crew that Hiccup had grown to lead turned her way, only they were missing the dragon trainer. Oh and they happened to gain one village chief. Wonderful.

Once within range, her footfalls caught their attention and looked her way. "Hey, what's going on? It's not every day I get a family reunion." Hea stopped just a few feet from the Berk residents and attached her right arm to her hip.

Astrid moved away from the group and focused on her, "Have you seen Hiccup? He's been gone all morning."

Gone? How so, like missing or just busy? "Not in a while, I did see him a few hours ago though, he seemed fine."

"You haven't talked to him?" The blonde continued, brow lifted and face filled with seemed to be worry.

"Like I said, a few hours ago. Why?" Hea paused, moving her attention away from the Vikings and began to scan the area for her older sister. "Where's Rye?"

"Hiccup came around here about ten minutes ago," Stoick began on a different subject, seemingly to ignore her questions as usual. "When he did, he asked to speak to Rye in _private_. Do you have any idea what that's about?"

Rye, talk, PRIVATE? What the heck? That was different, when did Hiccup and Rye ever have anything to talk about when they weren't busy writing or training Phobos? Well, it wasn't like Rye was _forbidden_ to talk to him so what was the big deal? He had a reason obviously, so what was the problem?

"No idea." Hea lifted a brow, not exactly feeling suspicious about _Rye_ but more on the Viking's end. "I'm sure it's about Phobos or something."

"I dunno," Snotlout pouted his bottom lip. "He's been acting kinda funny all day."

"Oh?"

"He slept in late this morning," The boy's father sent a frown in her direction and narrowed his eyes like he was sure she was lying about something. "If I didn't get him up, he would have sleep through the day."

Shit, did that have anything to do with his nightly visits to the pasture? Ugh! How could she be so stupid that she'd assume the fatigue wouldn't catch up with him! That went without mentioning the bit that he'd spent the whole shift with her last night. Dare she utter a word about it? If she did, what would _they_ think?! If they were already _this _worried about the trainer, what would they think of her if she confessed that _she_ was the reason why he was so tired?

_Keep your trap shut!_

"And when I was helping my dad at Mead Hall, I saw him reading a bunch of different books." Fishlegs added to her guilt.

"And now he wants to talk to _Rye_?" Ruffnut linked her palms to her hips. "Sounds strange to me!"

Hey, what was the tone for? She didn't _have_ to say Rye's name like that, like it was some kind of _disease_. "What's wrong with that? Rye isn't some kind of nut, she _is_ the only real doctor here, maybe he had an ache or felt sick!"

"I don't think that's very likely," Astrid shifted her weight to her left leg. "He only started acting up today."

Okay, fine. "Whatever," She shrugged while her upper brow twitched. "I'm not gonna argue about something that doesn't involve me. You'll have to ask him yourself, why would I know anything about it?"

"We were just asking, geez." Tuff huffed a round of hot air her way.

Her right arm hit her side and she locked her knee in the direction away from her peers. "Well, you got one, didn't you? Stop interrogating me."

_Wow, you are grumpier than you originally thought, huh? The last few late nights really must have taken its toll._

Was she being snippy because she was tired or because she was feeling defensive? Gah, it was too hard to tell at this point. It didn't help that they were staring her down like she'd 'taken him out' and then hid the evidence in the ocean somewhere. Ah, the feeling of being ganged up on, it never really got old.

"You okay?" Snotlout looked at her, lip curled and brow cocked. "You look kinda…"

Her eyes narrowed, "_Kinda_ what?"

"Bad." Tuffnut finished for the boy at his side.

Alright, enough was enough. Trying her best to keep in any kind of explosion of fighting words within her throat, she shut her eyes and took in a single deep breath for air before reopening her lids and exhaling. They were _trying_ to get under her skin, she was sure of it. Just because she snapped seconds earlier, they were trying their best to have the last words.

Before she could counter with the maturity she'd found during her eighteen month journey, the image of Ruff coming at her made her still. She watched with a furrowed expression as the thinner female stepped close enough to make her uncomfortable. With an index finger extended outward, the female twin pressed her digit against the skin beneath her eye.

"Your eyes are all puffy and dark." She hummed with no hesitation at all. "Did you throw up yet?"

Again she narrowed her eyes at the group before her, this time taking a moment to turn her lip up at them. Her right hand came up from her side and with shooed the girl away from her personal space. Geez, did Vikings have no boundaries?! It was pretty obvious that they had no consideration for _human emotion_!

"I have been working for the last _five days_." Hea grunted, throwing her arms over her chest. "I'm tired, okay? There's a reason why this job was left to me. No one else wanted it!"

"That's not true," Stoick shot her a fierce glare. "And even if it was, everyone else has a job here, you needed one either way."

"Funny seeing the minute I get back, with all my new skills, I have to right back to _sheep herding._" Returning his scowl, the oldest female directed her longtime frustrations for the first time in months to _the village chief_.

_Dammit Hea, keep your mouth shut!_

Why couldn't she ever listen to that reasonable voice in her head?

"I also thought that the moment you returned, you would have found some manners and respect." The adult man's voice made the older teen flinch.

She could _taste_ the sarcastic reply on her tongue. Ugh, was it really a wise idea to bicker back and forth with the leader of Berk? Sure, she wouldn't have hesitated if she was three years younger but things were different this time around. Damn that _one difference_.

"_As long as you're with Toothless and I, we will never let any dragon hurt you."_

Ah hell.

_Go on chew, swallow and digest that nasty answer Ms. Sheep Herder. No more being defiant. _

"Sorry," Hea glanced away from the Vikings. "I'm just really tired; I didn't mean to offend anybody."

"It's okay," Fishlegs' voice made the chef's eyes slowly move back. "Your job must be pretty hard; it gets really cold at night."

_Not to mention boring, especially on the nights Hiccup and Toothless don't show up. _

"Anyway," The woman with the pixie cut cleared her throat, "Where's Tooth? He's usually with Hiccup; are they in the house?" She asked, moving her chin toward the home behind the group.

"When Hiccup came looking for Rye, Toothless wasn't with him." Stoick answered, his look of anger now faded away. "Last I saw him; he was sleeping in my house."

"Hm," Hea lifted her curled index finger to her bottom lip. "Hiccup did mention that he and the oversized lizard went on an extra-long flight yesterday. Maybe that's what wore both of them out."

"Could be." Astrid's baby blues refocused elsewhere.

"Either way I'm sure he's fine." Hea allowed her arms to hit her sides. "Not much gets to him. He'll get some sleep and be good."

"Doesn't really solve our problem with _you_." Ruffnut complained at her left, grin spreading across her face.

"What's _that_ supposed to mean?"

"You're being a complete grump." Her brother joined in on the personal assault, his face matching his twin's within the instant.

Her pink bottom lip poked out. "That's nothing new."

"True but I think a few days of rest will do you some good."

Wait, that voice didn't belong to any Viking _teenager_. That voice, that deep, husky and calm tone came from the village chief. Her eyes shot up, locking with the larger man only to find him with a neutral expression. Even after being a real jerk, he was willing to give her some time off? What was _that_ for? Was something going on she was unaware of? They weren't trying to trick her, were they?

"What?" She spoke, nearly breathless after having the wind emotionally knocked from her lungs.

"How about a few days off?" The redheaded leader managed to break into a tiny smirk. "From what I heard, you've been doing very well with your own 'training'."

A burst of heat hit her face before she could relax her blood pressure. What was _that_ supposed to mean?! Surely Hiccup had been keeping their dragon/human training to himself! There was _no way_ he was going around telling his dad about how she'd been fairing with Toothless and the other dragons. It wasn't exactly bragging, was it? This wasn't a subject to which one could _brag_ about! It was just _stuff_ they were doing together.

"And by the looks of it, you could use it." Snotlout laughed a bit louder than she appreciated while he crossed his arms over his wide chest.

"Besides," Astrid's eyes dropped to the floor, "Bug needs time to relax, look at her. She's beat."

As if on cue, Hea followed her invisible line from the blonde's eyes and found herself staring at a very exhausted dog. Now laying on the dirt, obviously tired of standing, Bug placed her chin between her front paws and flattened her ears against her head. Aw, really? Great now she had even _more_ of a reason to feel guilty today. Making herself look like a brat in front of Stoick the Vast was bad enough but to make her own fur daughter too tired to stand? Ugh, enough.

"I think that'd be a good idea." She released a heavy sigh before turning back to the villagers she'd grown to value more than she once thought she could. "I'd like that, thank you."

"Three nights, then." Stoick nodded his head once.

"Can do."

The older man opened his mouth as if he were going to reply to her last sentence, when the sound of two people talking broke the moment. Grabbing the attention of everyone in the group, they all turned around at once to see the missing duo in question coming their way. Ah, so there they were!

Looking no worse for ware, her eyes landed on her sis first, only to see the little termite she called a pet sitting on her left shoulder. Satisfied with Rye's calm posture, Hea moved her field of vision to her sister's left side. Hiccup had his attention turned on Rye, while his right hand was busy tucked away inside his pelt. Did Rye give him something?

Before she could even pick out the proper words to start off with, a flash of teenage Vikings sped before her eyes. All either stepping around or jumping _over_ Bug, they nearly attacked Hiccup with a round of questions and concerns. Sheesh, could the _not_ function without the dragon trainer anymore? Or maybe they were just worried.

Quick to jump out of the lane of fire, Rye pushed her way through the younger teens and made a break for her side. Once both sisters stood side by side, Hea glanced over and cocked a brow. Rye's dark eyes locked with her own and now with her older sister's immediate attention, she mouthed the words: 'what's wrong?'

'Nothing', the nurse replied in silence.

While the younger crowd remained occupied, Hea leaned into her best friend and whispered, "What's going on?"

The female with the longer locks, rolled her eyes behind the safety of glass. "You'll find out." She then took the opportunity to wink.

Sure that was their universal sign for 'I got a story for you later' but something still felt off. The littler sister shot a glare at her elder and turned her attention to the chattering teens. Still gathered around and clucking like a bunch of talkative chickens, in the middle stood a quiet Hiccup. His thick brown eyebrows touched the top of his forehead while his hands rested at chest-level, palms facing outward. The bright emerald eyes she'd grown so fond of bounced back and forth between male, female, male and female again.

_Aw, he's still socially awkward!_

"So what have you been doing all day?" Snotlout's voice stood out amongst the crowed first and silenced the others in hopes of a reply from center male.

"I've been working on a few things," Hiccup answered, lowering his arms.

"With Rye?" Tuffnut moved his head to one side.

"Yeah," He nodded faster than required given the simple question. "I had to ask her a question."

"Like what?" Ruffnut pouted her bottom lip and leaned into the smaller boy.

"Uh…"

"About the text we're working on!" All eyes in the area turned and looked at Rye, who by this point must have realized that she was center of attention and turned bright red. "It was about Phobos…we had some things to edit about her chapter. Not really _Phobos'_ chapter, more like the Terrible Terror one, you know right?" She swallowed hard, almost as if her mouth had grown dry.

"Yeeeeah," Tuff narrowed his eyes in the eldest woman's direction. "Sure, whatever."

"Anyway!" Snotlout's unmistakable voice forced the majority of eyes to return to Hiccup. "Are you finished, doing whatever you were doing? Let's get out of here for a while!"

"You know," The smallest boy's face tightened and for a single moment he seemed to shrink down a size. "I've still got something I have to do. But I'm free all tomorrow!"

"What is it?" Fishlegs' smile dropped. "Is it something we can help you with?"

"Umm…"

He hesitated. And while everyone one of his peers waited for an answer, he stopped and turned _her way_. The moment her dark brown eyes locked with his green ones, Hea felt her body stiffen. Her blood turned to ice while her limbs became numb. What the heck was _that look_ about? Out of everyone in the area, including his father, he stopped and looked at her. Her heart literally jumped out of her ribcage and slammed harder than it ever had before.

_Is there something on my face?!_

Although her brain had commanded her right hand to check her face over for flaws, her arm refused to budge. She wasn't frozen with _fear_, was she? No, there was no way she could be afraid of his glance! They had just spoken last night and things were fine! Well, as fine as they could be when she wasn't gawking at him and thinking of him more than just a friend or crush.

His wondrous stare shifted. "No, I got it, thanks." He turned back to his mates. "I just need some time to get my thoughts together. Besides, even if I had time, Toothless is pretty tired from yesterday." He glanced from bud to bud, a smile forming on his lips. "Tomorrow though, for sure."

"Okay," Astrid was first to agree and bob her head. "If you need anything, we'll be around."

"Alright."

Snotlout pulled himself away from the circle around the trainer and leaned toward her sister. "You busy too Rye? I mean come on, when was the last time we hung out?"

A small giggle left the nurse/gardener. "Yeah, I still have all these vegetables to dig up then I have to get them up to Mead Hall." A warm smirk erupted on her features as she continued, "Next time I'm free though, I promise. We'll all hang out, okay?"

Ruff was quick to pout and throw her crossed arms over her chest. "Fine."

"That reminds me," Stoick stepped passed both sisters to meet his son. "I'll be gone tonight, I have a meeting and I won't be back until late."

_A meeting? Hm, what's that about?_

"I'll watch over the fort, don't worry about it." The young chief-in training waved his arm at his dad. "Go on, have fun."

"Sure," Stoick relaxed, almost like he _wanted_ to laugh or crack a joke with his only kid. "As fun as those meetings are, they do get tiring."

"Well, I guess we go our own ways then." Snotlout grunted, "Come on guys, let's get out and do something _interesting_."

Oh, so Hiccup' cousin was second in charge, was he? Hea felt herself repress a chuckle and kept quiet as the teens spoke among one another, no doubts making preparations for the following day. Within a few minutes, they group of friends, parted each going his or her own way, probably off to collect their designated dragons for the trip they'd been planning.

"Rye," Stoick's voice broke the chef's thoughts. "Get as many baskets up to the hall as possible, would you? I'm going to get ready for the meeting tonight."

_Get ready_? Didn't he really mean: _I'm going to hang out with Gobber now?_ He didn't _have_ to act professional all the time; he had to have time to relax too! Sure, he was the village's leader but that didn't mean he could stop and act like a regular person from time to time. Eh, maybe because he had a reputation to hold, after all he _was_ pretty intense about keeping Hiccup looking 'Viking-like' back before the big change happened.

"Okay, I'll fill another basket before hauling them up hill." A dark brow appeared above her glasses while her smirk grew.

Instead of replying with words, the large man nodded his head once before stepping by her and approaching his son. As he moved by his boy, his right hand landed on Hiccup's shoulder. There was a short pause before he removed his hand from the tamer and continued on his way.

"Well, I guess I'll go back to sleep then." Hea looked to Rye. "I'll see you at dinner, okay?"

"Sure." The distracted female stepped to her vegetable garden and dropped to her knees. "I'll be here."

"Come on Bug," The sheep herder called to her miniature wolf but received little reaction. "Fine, but just this once."

Bending down, she reached out to her dog and scooped her up. Once the pup was pressed against her chest, Hea sighed and gave a slight shake of her noggin. When did this animal become so spoiled? Hell, _she_ would kill to have someone carry _her_ to bed!

She began to walk toward her front door when she came within reasonable distance to Hiccup. She was sure to shoot him a happy look. "Good luck with what you're doing. I'll see you around?"

"Uh," He paused, eyes bounced away from her. "Yeah."

"Good night then!" She continued to move forward, when the young man shot out in front of her, making a dash for her home door.

What was this? Before she could ask, he popped open the door for her, allowing her entrance before she could struggle between twisting the knob and holding onto Bug. Her heart thumped just a bit as he moved aside.

"Thanks."

She moved into her home and once inside, she made a beeline for the dog bed and placed the exhausted pup down for her nap. Nice, secure and comfortable, Hea whirled around to take the door handle from the young Viking when she noticed him with his prosthetic in the doorway.

"Do you think you could help me with something?" He asked, "Before you go to sleep? It won't take long."

With her heart pounding in her chest, she gave a shallow bob of her head. "Sure, what is it?"

Act End.

* * *
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	24. Act Twenty Four

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Act Twenty Four

So that was the plan was it? To get the infamous doctor Rye to find his magical cure? Of course he hadn't admitted to it just yet, it was a no brainer why the two had come out of the house at the same time. It also explained what Hiccup had been tucking in his pocket when he rounded the corner of the house. The fact that he was desperate enough to go running to Rye was sweet. Not it was just a matter of getting through the ginger cooking thing.

Candied ginger. Sure, she'd never made it before but what the heck? She knew _how_ so it couldn't be too hard right? Besides, things were already going swimmingly, it was just a matter of time before this was over and she could get some rest. Everyone knew she deserved it. Besides, spending time with Hiccup wasn't she considered a chore, maybe two years ago she would have but now? Nah.

Maybe now she'd be able to show him what a true chef she'd become in those last two years.

From across the kitchen counter she watched as her sous chef worked his paring knife along the outside edges of the ginger root. He seemed to be making good time as promised, but the lack of spark in his eyes was something she couldn't _not_ notice. As if scripted, he paused for a moment and lowered the blade from his left hand. He then brought said had to his chin and proceeded to yawn.

Aw, was he tired?

"_He slept in late this morning, if I didn't get him up, he would have sleep through the day."_

Oh…yeah. Right.

"You know," Hea spoke up just as his yawn entered its final stages. "You don't hafta stay up with me when I work. Actually, you don't need to come visit at all. If its gonna make you this tired." She said, moving the large stock pot from the sink toward the counter.

"Tired?" Hiccup's voice cracked just a bit as he came out of his great exhale. "Who me? Nah." He then shook his head. "This is nothing."

Stoick's boy might have surprised the whole village with his new found talents but lying wasn't one of them. At least in this moment it wasn't. How could she not feel bad about this? After all, he was staying up for her, wasn't he? Even if she'd never asked for him to come out and spend the night with her, he did. Mostly due to the unspoken agreement they'd come to in the last few weeks.

Even though she had dropped the heavy pot to the stone surface, her hands refused to leave the handles on the side of the steel cooking vessel. Was there a nice way of asking him not to come anymore? That wouldn't be _rejecting_ him, would it? That was the last thing he needed. Heck, it was the last thing _she_ needed. Spending time with him…alone was something so close to magic, it was stupid.

_You're getting _too_ into this you know._

"I mean it." Hea brought her head up, turned to the male across from her and smiled. "If it's making you this exhausted maybe you should quit. It's like you're working two jobs when you stay up with me."

The girlish side of her wanted to stomp her feet and scream that she needed him to stay by her side _every_ shift but the logic in her head won. For once. Did that mean she was growing up?

"Don't worry about it," The sound of his voice made her smile grow, especially because he was saying he wanted to continue. "I'm young after all."

"You won't be young forever," She said, releasing her bear-like grip on the pot handles. "Besides, you need to rest. You've got growing to do."

"Oh _thanks_." He shot her a glare/smile combo that made her heart skip a beat.

"Okay, okay." Hea's hands came up to her chest. "All joking aside, you really don't need to come out with me every night, for the _whole_ shift."

"Hm." The low rumble from his throat made her smile fade away. So had he thought this over before?

The sheep herder extended her arms and fingers toward the peeled ginger Hiccup had left for her, "If you don't want to stop completely we can make this more of a 'once in a while' kinda thing."

"Wouldn't be a bad idea." He replied faster than she would have liked or expected. "I have been feeling kind of off; even Rye said I looked bad." He ended his thought with a light laugh that made the house feel _warm_.

"Oh yeah?" Her heart snapped in two, so she had been hogging him all for herself at the expense of his own health? Gah, wonderful. "So am I to assume that is where you acquired this magic remedy?"

"You found us out."

Us? So she was in on the whole 'getting her to fly again' plan was she? Two partners in crime! Figures that her own _sister_ would be plotting against her! Ah well, if this crazy plan actually worked like she said it would, then riding Toothless wouldn't be so bad. It was worth a chance! Rye wouldn't do her wrong.

_Hopefully._

"The good doctor would recommend you relax regularly too." Hea tore her vision from the cutie standing just feet away and hooked her fingers around her trusty chopping knife. "Best cut it to once a week."

"Once a week?" The sound of the paring knife hitting the stone counter made her still. "Really? Are you okay with that?"

"Hey," She paused with both knife and raw ginger in hand. "I've been doing this for a long time, before you came along. I'll be fine. I like having you around, that's why I need you to be sane and awake during the day." Her heart thumped loud enough to make her ears vibrate. "Once a week for an hour is good enough for me."

"I…" The famous dragon tamer took a second to look away from her then sigh. "I just don't want you to, you know feel bad. Being alone isn't always the greatest thing."

"I'm anything but alone. If anything I have too many times when I'm _not _alone."

The younger brown-haired male laughed once again, this time taking the effort to lean into the counter and her. "What is that supposed to mean?"

"Your popular now kiddo." She explained, taking the opportunity to make her point by poking her chopping blade in his direction. "And while I've always been popular, I don't know how much more of this I can take!" His laughter carried on as she continued. "See, I might just need an extended vacation from this blasted island!"

"Another one?" Hiccup's right brow shot upward. "You just got back from your last one! You're only permitted one every five years. We need our resident sheep herder." He then lifted both hands into the air and in his best Gobber impression went one further, "You have a way with the beasts."

"Oh wow how kind of you to say."

"That's for the 'growing' comment. You walked into that one."

"Yeah, yeah. Get back to peelin'."

The sharp-tongued male moved his right hand to his trunk and after backing off of the stone structure for half a second proceeded to bow. "Yes sir."

It'd be better if she got back to chopping anyway. Even as fun as it was to sit back and throw sarcastic comments back and forth with Hiccup, she needed to rest. And apparently so did he. She'd be damned if it was _her_ fault Hiccup was too tired to walk tomorrow. Not only would she feel like a pile of yak crap but the others needed him. By the way Snot was _whining_, he really wanted to hang out and do something fun and it was probably best not to keep that waiting.

After the future village leader was finished peeling the root and she was done chopping all that was left was to boil the ginger, add sugar and wait for the whole thing to crystalize on its own! The heat was doing all the work and meanwhile she could get some sleep. Add to the fact that this first batch was going to be tiny, she'd be dreaming in no time flat.

Would she even like the taste of ginger? When had she ever really eaten it before? Outside pies anyway. Plus this was going to be ginger on its own! What if it was gross? But then again there was the addition of sugar with the ginger so it couldn't be too terrible could it? On the other hand—

"Gah!"

What the hell? Hea's back arched up and snapping clean out of her rambling thoughts; she looked up to see her cooking partner with the fingers of his left hand clenched around his right. Oh man, he didn't cut himself did he?!

"Oh, are you okay? Did you get your finger?" The female abandoned her knife and darted around the kitchen counter, making her way to the possibly injured male's side.

"Yeah, I think."

Hea leaned in, eyes focused on the hand clenched around the right index finger. The moment she stepped in, his grip tightened and in response to that he winced. Oh great. How did that look now? He had come over to _her_ house and ended up getting hurt? Geez.

"Let me see."

He grimaced for a moment before taking his left hand away from his right in a slower motion that she would have expected. Must have stung! Poor thing, the pressure had to have felt good against the wound. Now on to the matter of how severe his injury was.

The bright crimson liquid caught her attention first, so he _was _bleeding. The herder moved in closer as the blood dribbled down the base of his index digit. Right below his first knuckle was a clean diagonal cut that measured just under half an inch. Ouch, that had to smart. The blood continued to flow more freely than she would have liked but that could be a good sign, didn't mean it was too deep, right? Or was that logic the other way around? Maybe it was just a real, kinda deep, kinda not surface wound…that bled a lot.

_That doesn't even make any sense_.

"Here." Hea left the tamer's side for just a moment, fetching a white towel from the other end of the counter.

"Ah, I'm sorry Hea." He spoke to her even as she pressed the terry cloth against his raw cut. "I uh…think I bled all over that last piece of ginger root."

"Forget it." She responded, chuckles hiding beneath the words. "I can always get more ginger. You can't grow another finger. But you know all about that."

"Ow."

"Sorry, too much pressure?"

"No, it was that comment." The sound of him laughing only forced more giggles up her throat. "I guess that was for that sheep compliment, right?"

"You bet. You walked right into it." She lifted the weight to his cut just a bit and wiped away the excess blood that lingered around the wound. She then reapplied the pressure with a cleaner side of the towel.

"Can you finish the recipe with that much ginger?" Aw, was he still concerned with the damn candy?

"Don't worry about that." She shook her head. "You might need stitches for this. We have to ask Rye when she gets back."

"Wonderful."

"And yes, I can still make plenty of candy with the last of the ginger. It wouldn't be a huge batch but it'll be enough to test."

"You could always cut around the blood in this one; the hot water will cook out the germs. It'll just be a little extra tasty…if you don't mind the taste of blood that is." Still cracking jokes, eh?

Once again Hea released most of the weight on the wound and reapplied it with a clean corner of the towel. At least some of the bleeding had calmed down. This was not good. Seeing as how tired he was already, he was gonna start to feel woozy any second now! At this rate, he was going to need more of that candy than she was.

"Come on, let's lay down."

"Yeah…that's not a bad idea come to think of it…"

Oh no, already?! How tired could this poor boy be?! Ack, there was no need to think and feel guilty about that now. All she needed was for the crippled male to collapse to the ground. Best get him to bed and maybe take a much needed nap.

Hea moved in closer to Hiccup, his posture becoming limp and color draining from his sweet little face. Oh man, she was going to have to carry him, would she? How weird would that look if Rye just happened to walk in? The faster she got him to rest the better!

_Just stop thinking so much!_

The ends of her fingers began to tingle in a way she'd never felt before. Almost as if the ends of her digits had caught fire and gone numb all at the same time. She knew she was going to have to touch him, hold him close against her body if she was going to make it to the bedroom in time. Would he mind? Well, at this point he might not even _remember_ what was going on afterward so why not?

With a deep silent inhale via her nostrils, the baker moved to the young man's back and wrapped her left arm around his left underarm and pressed his upper trunk to her bust. Oh man, they'd never been _that_ close before! Close enough to where she could feel the heat coming off his body, close enough to where she could smell the slight hint of sweat on his clothes. Since when did heat feel so comforting and sweat smell _good_?

_You're such a weirdo. _

He only grunted a single time as she lifted his right arm up and around her neck. Making sure to elevate the hand with the cut, she moved his elbow to her right shoulder. Okay, this wasn't quite carrying him to bed like she'd imagined but it was better for the _both_ of them this way.

"Alright, we're gonna start walking okay?" She spoke in a lower tone, in her best attempt to not disturb or startle him.

"Yeah, that's fine." He replied with his eyes shut tight and frown growing. Just how bad was he feeling now?

_He better not puke or then I'mma start gagging and then we'll both throw up and—_

"Hea?"

"Y-yeah?" Taking a short second to resist physically shaking off her current thought, she glanced down once again to the younger male who had stolen her heart on more than one occasion.

No response.

Oh no, that wasn't a good sign. No more talk! Time for some slow, quiet, careful action. With the softest amount of pressure she could apply, Hea stepped forward. He hummed as she began to limp onward, the vibration from his voice making her eardrum rattle like crazy. The warmth from his breath hit her earlobe and made her entire core shutter from the inside out.

Just a few more steps! If there was ever a time she could stop and thank Odin for her small house, it was now. They bypassed the kitchen counter, tiny table and to the doorway of the sister's bedroom.

Again as if he'd planned it himself he muttered and groaned under his breath, almost as if he were in pain. The same sensation from the first encounter came back with full force. This time around she could not contain the shiver that rocked her spine. He couldn't have felt that, no way. How strange would that be, for her to be…acting this way while he was suffering!

Just as Hea brought the young rider to Rye's bedside, the weight on her shoulder eased just a bit. Oh? Was he waking up? The herder angled her neck further to the right and glanced down at him to see his eyes rolling beneath his eyelids.

"You okay?"

Why did he have to ask about her now at a time like this? Did he forget that _he_ was the one with the cut on his finger or was he just speaking out of exhaustion? Hard to tell at this point, could be either.

"I'm good." Hea whispered, kneeling against the bedframe. "You need to rest, just lay here and sleep okay? I'll be right here."

Almost as if he had come back to life, Hiccup slipped his body away from hers until he landed on the fluffy mattress that belonged to the village doctor. He wasted no time in lying down on his left side. Poor thing.

"I'm going to get a bandage for your cut. Be right back."

"I'm not going anywhere…"

The girl darted from the bedroom and back into the kitchen, where she made a beeline for the medical equipment Rye kept on hand in the bottom cupboard. She ripped open the small wooden door and pulled out the lone white box hidden there. With a flip of the latch in the front, the container opened.

Sure, she wasn't the doctor her sis was but at least she knew what to do in an emergency; she'd paid _that_ much attention anyway. Her fingers clenched the bandages and cotton and in no time at all abandoned the medical kit and flew back to the bedroom.

Hiccup remained in the same spot, eyes shut and seemingly asleep. Good. Then again he might wake up when she started futzing around with his wounded finger. Ah well, he might like it but he wouldn't like an infection either.

Hea felt her heart slam inside her chest and the butterflies in her belly form a hurricane as she made her way toward the smaller boy on her sister's bed. Why of all times did she have to feel nervous now?! Not when she was applying pressure to his bleeding cut, not so much when she helped him to bed but now! Hell, the walk over to bed seemed about half a second long when he was slung over her shoulder but now that she had time to stop and think it was almost like walking a mile in the blazing sun!

_Doesn't help he's adorable when he's sleeping_.

Better make this last trip to the bed fast. The more she dwelled on this the more flustered both her mind and body was becoming. So she picked up the pace and made it to Hiccup's bedside within a matter of moments. The baker only stopped to place the bandages on the bed and remove the bloody towel from the boy's hand. He winced and grunted as she removed it but didn't protest in the matter of waking up. Another good thing.

Yeah, Rye was going to have to take a look at this cut for sure. It might not _need_ stitches but the good doctor should see for herself anyway. He was going to need it cleaned out for sure, better than what she had done. Best get it wrapped up now. The older girl pressed the small piece of cotton to the male's cut then proceeded to cover it with a few small sheets of white cloth.

"There, all better. For now anyway."

Now what?

The option to go to her own bed and sleep was always there but then…ugh. This shouldn't be this hard. So what, the one guy she cared about more than anything was laying just five feet away from her! That didn't and shouldn't mean that she should be all jittery about it. Since when did she let a guy make her feel this way?

"_You know, if you leave Berk there's a chance the next village you go to might have dragons. Do you want me to teach you a few things before you leave?"_

"Well_, if we're just your plan B then, we better make this worthwhile!"_

"_We all want you to stay here, that's why we're working so hard to get you used to dragons."_

She leaned down; shoulders hunched over and face so close to his. Why did something like this have to happen? She was so strong before…before he came along.

_Damn you, thank you._

Being grateful, to being regretful, thankful to angry and happiness to frustration. This was too confusing, too crazy, too perfect and too wonderful all at the same time. He believed in her because he had so much faith in what he loved and how could she _not_ love that about him. How could _anyone_ not love that about him?

_I hate that I feel this way; I hate the way you make me scared and excited all at the same time. I hate…_

Slowly she pressed forward, the distance closing between them until they were just inches apart. Still fast asleep and no doubt in whole different world, he waited. But for what? What was _she_ waiting for?

"I love you."

Feeling no doubt, worry or hesitation Hea the Sheep Herder pushed forward until her lips touched the very top of his forehead. She waited there for what for her felt like ages and seconds all within the same timeframe. Then she pulled away. He remained asleep, thank goodness. But if he had just happened to wake up, how would he feel? How would _she_ feel? At this point, in this moment it wouldn't matter if he was conscious enough to hear her confession; all that mattered was that what she said was true.

She loved him.

The baker stood up straight once again and left the young man's bedside. She then stepped away from him and the bedroom. Stepping into the living area of the home she found a seat near the tiny table she ate breakfast at every morning and took a seat. With her arms crossed on the cold wooden surface she kneelt forward and rested the side of her face on her forearms. Sleep would be easy right now. Heaven knew she needed it. They both needed it.

Act End.


	25. Act Twenty Five

Unnecessary Culture Shock

Final Act

"You're gonna be late."

Yeah, yeah. With a mental roll of the eyes, Hea left the 'safety' of her sibling-shared bedroom and entered the kitchen. Rye stood with her lower back pressed against the kitchen counter with a mug in her right hand. Steam left her cup, wafting into the air and just under her older sister's nostrils. Tea without a doubt.

"Why are _you_ so worried whether I'm late or not?" The younger of the two shot her best friend a glare. "It's not like you're coming with."

"Ouch." Rye gave a quick pout and pressed her open left hand against her collarbone. "I just don't want Hiccup to think he was stood up. Geez."

"You're sure you _don't _wanna come with?" Her mean stare eased up into a rather pathetic frown.

"Yes," She replied, releasing her palm from her chest. "This is your deal, not mine. Besides, I got work to do today."

Oh boy. "Like what?" Hea walked further into the kitchen, meeting up with her sis a good two feet or away from her. "You worked your buns off all day yesterday then you had to stitch up Hiccup's hand when you were finished. What is that old man making you do now?" And of course by 'old man' she meant Stoick the Vast.

"Same old, same old." Rye's voice became muffled as she lifted the ceramic mug to her lips.

"Blah," The baker threw her hand forward. "I'm going then."

"Fine!" The gardener huffed, her cheeks still probably holding a half a cup of tea between her molars. "Have fun and don't do anything I wouldn't!"

"No worries. I got my candies with me and everything!" The taller yet younger female glanced over her shoulder, shooting her kin a smile and wave.

"Oh and good luck."

Good luck? With what? Huh, that was kinda odd. Ah well, time to go and face the beast. With a subtle farewell to the pup slumbering in her bed beside the front door, Hea popped open the heavy wooden structure and moved outside. The sunlight hit her skin and sent a heavy round of goosebumps up her exposed arms. Oh good, it was warm as Gobber had predicted.

At least it was nice out. And if her luck continued, this flight of hers would only last a few minutes. He had promised, as he always did, to stay low to the ground but it was still pretty nerve-racking. Oh geez, just _thinking _about the whole deal was making her stomach flip already! What was she gonna do when the time finally came?!

_Better take a candy now._

Not fighting her internal voice, Hea reached down into her pants pocket and pulled out a single chuck of crystallized ginger. With a quick lift of the forearm and flick of the index finger, the candy popped between her lips. It landed on her tongue, melting in the heat of her mouth. Oh wow, that was ginger alright.

_Maybe next time we should tone it down on the amount of ginger verses sugar_.

Her upper right cheek gave a short but strong spasm while her teeth chattered for a moment. Whew!

_At least you know the ginger will be working. _

"Hea!"

Oh that sultry voice. Now it was just a matter of inhaling and exhaling without spitting her candy out in front of the one Viking who made her knees weak. Taking in a quick breath, she whirled around on her heel to see the talking fishbone with his crippled dragon partner. Tooth looked happy enough, standing there with 'the grin'. Of course 'the grin' was something that only the Nightfury could produce. It was actually pretty similar to the 'smile' Bug had when she panted.

Seeing her crush now had more of an impact than ever. Since that confession. Saying it out loud was completely different that thinking it or even _feeling_ it. Saying it aloud and to the one person, the last person who needed to know, was so foreign and _real_. The question whether he even heard her was still in the air as well.

With the blood draining from her brain to her heart, she cracked a smile in the trainer's direction. "Hey, are you ready?"

"Oh? Don't tell me you were looking forward to this?" Hiccup shot her smirk back twice over.

Man, how was she supposed to answer that? Of course she was looking forward to spending time with him and Tooth but the riding part of the whole trip? Not so much. Months ago she would have answered 'no' (and meant it) without hesitation but now?

"Yeah actually, I am." She said as cheeks grew hot.

"Wow." The younger boy's brows arched to the top of his forehead but his smile remained. "And the progress continues."

Hadn't she graduated at this point? The urge to ask tickled the back of her throat but the prospect of choking on her sweet made her reconsider. Ah well, the less she said the less she looked like a complete and utter idiot. And besides, why ask and _wait _for a compliment on her progress when she could _show_ him.

Again Hea took in a deep gulp of air before taking a step forward. Moving out of her stationary spot in front of her doorstep, she walked toward her love only to bypass him. Making a considerable effort to _not_ look him, she found herself in front of the oversized lizard. One foot in front of him, she extended her right hand out and waited. The Nightfury took several strong whiffs of her hand, each making her shudder from the inside out, before sticking his sticky pink tongue out. The muscle slid against the back of her palm and made her grimace.

_I'll never get used to that._

"I have to say I'm impressed." Hiccup's deep voice made her flinch. "I think we're ready for step twenty-three."

"You've been _counting_?" She asked, finally making eye contact with the shorter boy.

His smile dropped and his eyebrows leveled out. "That was a joke."

"Of course, of course." The sheep herder gave a quick, playful roll of the eyes. "But I'm the funny one around here, leave the humor to me."

"As funny as you are grumpy, you're gonna have to get in line if you want to be the funny one." The now overconfident runt linked his hands to his hips. "Snotlout's tough competition."

Har-har-har. "Sure. Speaking of which," Hea pulled back her hand and wiped off the dragon saliva on her pants. "Where is everyone? I thought I heard you say that you guys were gonna hang today. They were all pretty desperate for you."

She did hear that, didn't she? She was sure she had. Hm.

"_Tomorrow though, for sure."_

"Oh yeah," Almost as if he'd been stuck with a hot spike the dragon tamer released his hands from his hips and became rigid. "I postponed that until tomorrow, I didn't think you'd want everyone there if you got sick."

While that was really considerate, it _was_ a bit fishy. After all, he had planned this event out, hadn't he? He said yesterday that he needed her help making the ginger candy so they could use it for _today_. Didn't that mean that he had this trip arranged?

_Oh well, lapse in thought I guess_.

"Anyway, let's get going." He said as his posture relaxed once again.

"Sure." Hea moved a round of heavy air through her nostrils and shifted the crystalized ginger from the right side of her mouth to the left.

Hiccup moved out of his spot and closer to Toothless. "How are you feeling?" He asked and fiddled around with the leather seat on the dragon's back. "Nauseous at all?"

"You know, I'm _not_." The future baker felt a smile etch across her lips. "I'm nervous but not feeling sick to my stomach…yet."

"Good to know." He nodded. "I don't need you making a mess on my nice saddle."

Her smile dropped. Boo.

"Let's just go."

"Okay, okay."

The herder moved around to the side of the lizard, finding herself beside the trainer. With her hand in his, she stepped up to the dragon. To complement her, Toothless dropped several inches to the ground and allowed her to throw her right leg over his back. Once settled as much as possible, she scooted backward and allowed her beloved to sit in front of her.

"You doing okay?"

They weren't in the _air_ yet but whatever. "Yeah, I'm good right now."

_I think_.

"Alright." The male moved from left to right, finding his balance before leaning forward to pat his pet just behind the ear. "Come on bud, let's get a move on."

"Slow, okay?"

"Slow, Toothless." He commanded in a gentle tone.

In no way being slow at all, the Nightfury snapped his wings out at his sides. Just the sound of the movement made the female flinch and shrink. Her arms shot out and wrapped around the male's torso.

"Easy, boy. The beach isn't going anywhere."

They were headed to the beach? That was it? Not only was the beach not that far from the village but the beach was a spot everyone _always_ chose to go. Not that the place wasn't a beautiful picnic spot or anything but it was a bit boring to go there _every time_ they had a chance. It wasn't exactly private either.

Ah well, if that was the plan that was the plan. Even if it was a bit disappointing.

At either side of the black beast his wings lifted from the floor and into the air. Toothless leveled his head, tensed his legs muscles and straightened out his tail. In the front Hiccup made a few near silent adjustments to his foot pedal.

The sheep herder shut her eyes tight while a gust of wind whooshed past her ears. Her fingertips clenched to the stiff fabric of her flying partner's tunic. Even with her eyes closed she could feel the ground beneath them begin to disappear. The short, choppy hairs around her face began to ruffle in the wind the circulated around the dragon's wings. With a single gulp what was remaining of her ginger candy slid down her throat and hit the pit of stomach with a hollow echo.

More wind, more pressure and more of the weightless sensation made the girl drive her nose into her partner's back. Hiccup flinched upon contact, his clothes shifting just a tad almost like he had glanced over his shoulder. He relaxed two seconds later while the feelings of flight came to its climax.

Were they in the air yet? Dare she open her eyes?

"We aren't up too high, I think it's okay to open your eyes."

_You _think_?! _

She felt her brows furrow in the worst way, lip curl and shoulders tense to the point of pain. She had to trust him, she had to let him know that this was it, she could do this. Besides, her breakfast was far from making a reappearance. Sure, her stomach was still in a terrible knot, probably due to nerves, but the nausea was cut by one-third! That was a blessing in itself.

In the most careful and slowest way possible Hea allowed her left eye to open up. Bright baby blue skies greeted her while out of the corner of her eye, small white wisps of clouds came into focus. Okay the worst of this had to be over, she had to show him that all his hard work meant something. She opened her right eye.

"How are you feeling?"

"Okay," She answered, half her face still buried in his back. "Not like last time at least."

"That's a good thing, right?" He asked, moving his chin over his shoulder, green eyes landing on her.

"Yeah, it's a lot better. Not perfect but still better than before."

"So are you okay to move on to the beach?" A smile teased the corners of his lips.

"Sure, why not?" Her cheek eased off the fabric of his torso.

"Alright," His wondrous/gorgeous stare moved off of the baker and turned forward once again. He leaned down toward his partner and gave him a subtle pat on his neck. "Toothless, take us to the beach."

The beast released a roar that made her shake in her boots. Ugh, would she ever get used to how loud dragons could be? Then again maybe this went back to the fact that loud noises in general made her shudder.

The wind around her face made her skin tingle in a way she'd never felt before. It felt almost like the same way it did when she splashed cold water against her cheeks. Like a refreshing sting in a way. Whether she liked it or not was to be seen. It was sickening and exhilarating all at the same time.

As he promised, he stayed as low to the ground as possible. Missing and being careful to dodge trees, homes and other buildings when they came around. Soon, much sooner than she had expected the ground below began to change from grassy pastures to sandy beach floor. The beach, so soon? Maybe she had taken too much time thinking about what was going on to notice or Toothless was flying faster than it seemed, either way the beach never seemed so close to home.

While green turned to yellowish-white, the color of the sand suddenly changed as well. From being one solid color, small specks…black dots appeared. One then two, then four, eight and ten. More and more appeared and they looked like they were moving…

"Smells good." Hiccup said from the front.

Smells? Hea shut her eyes and took in a deep breath of air. Roast turkey? What the?

"A barbeque?" Hea said, her neck sticking out and eyes narrowing.

"You didn't exactly get a great welcome home party last time." He spoke with his eyes fixated on the commotion below. "Dad and I had this idea of trying it over one more time."

No…no way. He _didn't_! How was she supposed to respond to something like that?! So all that food collecting that Rye was doing the days leading up to this was for another party? And that so-called business meeting Stoick had with Gobber and the village elders was for…this?

"Wanna get something to eat?"

Saying 'yes' was a given so why wasn't anything coming out of her mouth!? Why was she so taken back by this? Hiccup had done way kinder things for her in the past few weeks why should this surprise her? Maybe because he was a Viking and Vikings weren't supposed to be so kind. It was pretty obvious, at least to her that Stoick only helped with this planning; the whole thing was Hiccup's idea. No one else would have been that considerate.

"Yes…yes please." She stammered for a moment and propped the side of her face on his back once again.

He nodded. "Toothless, down."

She wasn't sure why landing on the ground was so much smoother than it was last time, probably because this time she was more than excited to see who was waiting for. Either way the ground came up fast and before she could think twice, she threw her left leg over the side of the Nightfury and leapt to the sandy floor.

She darted forward the moment she could, meeting up with the faces she'd fallen so in love with in the past few weeks.

"You guys got here way too soon," Astrid greeted her first, just as she had during the last party. "We haven't gotten everything ready yet. The turkey's still cooking." She added, jerking her thumb over her shoulder.

"_Welcome home."_

"Give it about a half an hour," Fishlegs said from the back as he rotated the skewered turkey over the low flames. "I want to get this just right!"

"_If you change your mind, we really wouldn't notice one more."_

"When is Rye gonna get here?!" Snotlout threw his muscular arms over his chest. "She was supposed to get here before Hiccup and Hea."

"_So does that mean you're staying?"_

"Just wait a second, geez what are you attached at the hip?" Ruffnut gave a giggle-snort that made her heart swell.

"_Doesn't really solve our problem with _you_."_

"I don't care who's here and who isn't, I wanna eat! Hurry up with that turkey already!" Tuffnut pouted at his end of the beach with both his arms and legs crossed.

"_It's right, that thing you just said."_

"Oh she'll be here soon enough." Gobber said with a wave of his hook. "She's got to gather what herbs she's got and bring 'em here. You don't want unseasoned veggies, do ya?"

For once, for the thousandth time, everything was perfect. Perfect in the same way Berk was before dragons appeared, before an outcast boy changed an entire generation forever. But they were here now and for some strange reason, things were even more perfect. Things would never go back to 'normal' but for now, that was okay. And if the feeling she had today continued for the rest of their days, that would be okay too. Dragons or no, perfect or even more perfect, things in _this_ moment were exactly what they needed to be.

A flash of green and brown passed her and then reappeared beside Stoick the Vast. Hiccup stood beside his father with a wide smile on his face and his once rouge troop of dragons in the background.

"I hope this one goes better than the last one." He said with a small laugh trailing his words. "We tried our best to make scones, I'm sure you'll critique them."

"Things wouldn't be right if you didn't boss everyone around." Tuffnut spoke out from his seat beside the fire pit.

"That's exactly why we did it!" The crippled Viking teen added.

"_As long as you're with Toothless and I, we will never let any dragon hurt you."_

If the future of this tribe of Hooligans depended on this kid, things might turn out more exciting than anyone could predict. And again, that was something that was completely okay in her book.

She loved her sister, she loved her dog, she loved Berk, she loved the Hooligans, heck she even loved those dragons to a certain degree but most unexpected of all, she loved Hiccup. Whether he knew that or not it didn't matter, just as long as nothing changed.

And it didn't look like anything was gonna change anytime soon.

_The End._

"_The reason flowers wither, the reason feathers fall, the reason you face the wind, the reason the night surrounds you, this is how you will grow strong. So that someday you can protect someone."-_ Born to be a Lady (translated), SNSD.

* * *

><p>Author's Note:<p>

So here we are, all done! It's been kinda a long journey mentally for me. Changes to the ending made this last chapter much shorter than I would have liked. But hey, whatever. This story is not finished of course. With the new movie coming out in less than fifty days, we'll have all kinds of new adventures!

In the meantime, I've already started the sequel for this story, _La Coordination_ and I'll be posting the first chapter tomorrow night. I already have over one-hundred pages for that story so updates will be once a week until I've caught up. I really hope you guys will return for that.

In regards to the end of _this_ story, I wanted to personally thank _everyone_ who reviewed, faved and story alerted this. It means a lot to me. You all have been more than kind to me and that really means something to this fellow HTTYD fan. I love you guys and again I hope to hear from you in the future!

Much love and I hope (again more hope; but lots of hope here) you've enjoyed this crazy fan fiction journey.

CaBu12.


	26. Act Twenty Six- La Coordination

Disclaimer: I own no part of HTTYD. Just the characters: Rye, Hea and Bug.

* * *

><p>Author's Note:<p>

I know I deleted the original story but I've decided (because a special certain someone) to repost this under this story instead of a new one. Thanks coming back and I hope to hear from you.

Anyway, so this chapter is a bit slow. (forgive me?) Here we are again, starting off on a fresh page after the first story. I wanted to give you guys a huge thanks for reading this, it means a bundle to me! I also wanted you guys to know that your advice was really helpful in writing this part, seeing as it _does_ take place after the events of _Defenders of Berk _and one year after the first half of Unnecessary Culture Shock.

Since I wasn't sure during the first fic whether I was going to use series canon, no one from the series was mentioned before but now they've magically appeared! Also since this story was started when the season was still airing, some things _may_ be a bit different. Sorry about that, just wanted you guys to know ahead of time. Thanks again for being here for me. I really appreciate it!

I wanted you guys to know that I wrote this thinking that I would never ever post it. Therefore it is pretty original character heavy. If you don't like OC stories, (a lot of people don't, so I understand) you may want to turn around now.

Because I started this thinking no one (but my muse) would ever see it, I kindly ask that you be nice to me. I am not a professional writer by _any_ means and I make mistakes. I am an amateur and I ask for those reading this to take that into consideration.

I really appreciate you returning for part two and I hope I can entertain you for a few minutes/hours/whatever. Thank you for taking part in this crazy journey with me. I love you guys for that.

Oh and p.s., this story has some swearing/cursing. You know f-bombs and such. I apologize in advance if that offends you.

Have fun guys!

* * *

><p>"<em>Does a mullet make a man?"-<em>Girl All the Bad Guys Want, Bowling for Soup.

Second Arc: Act One: _La Coordination_

Warmth. The feeling had become familiar, even on brisk mornings. How many nights had she spent in this house, in this room, in this bed, with _him_? Not nearly as many as she'd imagined or thought of bragging about; the only thing she knew for certain was that it needed to happen more often and for more extended periods of time! Just laying there, sharing body heat, snuggling was something far too amazing _not_ to think about or desire during their off time.

Did he feel the same way?

He'd better. After all, why else would he allow her to stay there, beside him?

Hea felt her eyes flutter open while the sounds her snoring dog made her lip curl. Ah, who could ask for anything more? The world came into focus like on any other morning, only this time around she had the rare benefit of sharing her bed with her favorite dragon trainer.

Apparently they'd been sleeping back to back, seeing as he was facing away from her. Hm, what to do now? This _was_ the most perfect position for a cuddle! Best be gentle though, no need to scare the poor guy awake. With a near silent hum, she leaned into the male, her hands placed in the front of her chest. With the lightest amount of pressure, the cook pressed her open palms against his back.

The sensation of the fabric from his clothes made her skin tingle. The moment she touched him, he inhaled. Did she catch him just in the act of waking up? Feeling no major twitch or jerk, Heather proceeded and pressed the side of her face against him. Ah, he was so warm! Why did he have to be so damn perfect? Even the way he smelled was something she could wear on her own clothes every day!

Hiccup shifted, which in turn made her smirk. So had he gotten used to her sleeping beside him? The first few nights they shared by the time morning rolled around, he'd look at her as if he'd seen a ghost. Then again, he'd probably never shared a bed with anyone let alone a female. An _older_ female. Hell, it took a few sessions to get him to warm up to the occasional snuggle! Ah well, it was all worth it anyway.

While he took his time coming to his senses, she allowed her eyes to wander the room. Glancing upward first, she saw the infamous Night Fury sleeping in the rafters. Hung upside down in traditional bat form, he slumbered away with a care in the world. Nice to know _someone_ didn't mind her sharing Hiccup. Because Thor above knew his father didn't.

Stoick had only caught her napping beside his son _once_ but once was enough. By the time she escaped the home, he'd used every curse word she knew! Thank heaven it was early enough in the morning to where no one else really heard any of it. Other than Gobber of course. Then again, he pretty much knew every bit of gossip in the neighborhood.

Ever since _that_ incident, making an effort to hide their sleepovers was always the better choice. But that didn't matter now! All that mattered at this point was that she was here, with him. Pushing all the unfavorable thoughts from her mind, she nuzzled the side of her face against his back and finally earned a sound from the trainer. The vibrations from his throat rippled through his smaller body and made her shiver. How could a person even make morning-groans a sexy thing?

Finally stirring enough to realize where he was and who he was beside, Hiccup lifted his left arm into the air. His fingers went straight to his dark brown locks, pushing them back momentarily as he gathered himself. Again he took in a deep breath, enough to make his chest expand. Soon after, he moved back in the slightest manner, until she was able to get a good look at his face. Eyes half lidded and hair in the cutest mess, his attention landed straight on her.

"Hey."

Aww!

"Morning." She tilted her head back to greet him with a smile. "Sleep okay?" She asked all the while her cheeks swelling.

"Yeah I guess." He took a second to clear his throat and turn further on his back.

'_I guess'?_

Hea removed her hands and face from his body and he moved, allowing for extra space. Now that he was going to be facing her more, did that mean cuddles? Her heart thumped in her chest as his back hit the mattress flat. His eyes fluttered open and closed, almost as if he was still fighting the urge to fall back to sleep.

Best act normal and cool as possible, like she wasn't expecting his affection! She moved her body several inches away from him as he groaned. Turning on her back in the same fashion he had, she stopped open to release a hum and move her arms out in front of her chest. Her fingers interlaced at her stomach and with a slow swing, she pushed her forearms outward. Her wrists spun around once her limbs had stretched out as far as they could go and she proceeded to crack her digits.

"You?"

The urge to crack a grin came to thought, but she resisted. "Not bad." She then brought her arms down back to her sides. "How are the beasties?"

Hiccup pulled his upper torso just a few inches, eyes no doubt scanning the room. "They're both still out." He replied, falling back into the mattress.

Hm, that was typical. Hea felt a round of warm air exhale via her nostrils. This position was way too comfortable to stay in for long, if she wasn't careful she'd travel back to slumberland before she had a chance for some sweet pillow talk. Best switch it up and start a conversation.

"So what's going on today?"

"Not sure," The rider answered after a moment of silence and turned to his left, finally taking the chance to face her. "You got anything you need to do?"

"Hm, I don't think so." Her hand shot upward without any thought and she pushed back the stray hairs in her face. "I have work tonight but that's about it."

"Fun times." He managed to release a small chuckle. "It's probably better if we don't plan anything ahead of time. I'm sure Snotlout or Astrid will think of something by the time we get up."

"True."

Finally removing her hand from her forehead, Hea stopped and turned her chin left. Her brown eyes landed on his green within seconds, making her smile without hesitation. Sure, she'd never had anyone as a sleeping partner before, other than Rye of course, but why did this partner in particular feel _different_? It could possibly be because her heart went into overdrive when he was around right?

Ah well, it didn't hurt that he was cute to boot as well.

But just as her eyes adjusted to the light shining off his features and hair, the male glanced away. Eyes darting to some strange spot in the room, he pulled his lips together and exhaled through his nose. What was that about? He wasn't feeling sick, was he?

"Hiccup are you okay?" She asked, just as he pulled his slender body off the bed, sitting upright.

"Yeah, I'm fine."

_Are you sure?_

Silence.

His brows furrowed for a slight second, almost like he had to think of what to say next. He didn't _look_ sick, maybe he was just feeling off? Her lips parted her next question ready for asking when he stopped, allowed his features to relax and turned directly toward her.

"Don't worry."

Her mouth came together. Was that the truth or just one of little white lies he was so good at telling? She'd seen that face on him so many times before, especially a number of years ago when he wasn't exactly appreciated.

Back then she didn't have the courage to ask him any further or even seem the least bit concerned but things were different now. She knew him better, he knew her for the better, they could _talk_ about things now, right? He didn't have to hide how he was feeling anymore. Then again, old habits die hard. Maybe cloaking his emotions with a weak smile was just his coping method.

_So do I push the issue or not?_

Her eyes narrowed, frown deepened and brows turned into the middle of her face but in the midst of it all, he continued to look at her. Smiling, gentle and _almost_ happy. Sure, he was a terrible liar but he wasn't trying to lie to her, it looked like he was trying to convince himself of something that obviously was not there. If he wanted to pretend whatever hurt him wasn't really hurting, who was she to investigate any further? It wasn't. He was a growing boy, he was becoming a man; he could figure things out without her poking into his business.

_Right?  
><em>

"Okay." She relented, "But if you need to talk, I got two good ears."

His smile widened. "They do more than frame your face?"

"I'd hope so!" Hea felt her own grin return at full force. "I don't know what this village would do without me and my hearing! So many youngins would go without venting their problems and hearing my excellent advice."

"The twins would testify to that."

"Number one clients, I'd say." She shot a wink at him.

Instead of any kind of smartass remark, he once again turned his eyes away from her. All the while his adorable smirk began to fade away. There it was again. As much as the nagging urge to press him on the matter she resisted. How annoyed would _she_ be if someone kept digging at a potentially open wound? If he had a problem, maybe it was with his dad and they _both_ knew that the subject didn't go over well between them as a trio. Besides, anything personal that went on between and father and son was none of her business. None at all.

Time to change the subject. "What time is it, anyway?"

"Not sure," He kept his attention away from her. "But I'm guessing it's later than we think."

"You think?" Hea tilted her head.

"Yeah," Hiccup cleared his throat, this time turning his entire face away from her, leaving her to stare at the back of his head. "My dad should be coming in any minute now."

Wait… did that mean he wanted her to…

"Maybe you should get going."

Her heart sank to the very bottom of her chest.

"Oh." It almost came out more as an exhale than an actual word or sound. Hea pushed her torso off the fluffy mattress and sat upward. "Sure."

She moved her left arm over her waist, fingertips touching the ends of the quilt she lay beneath. With a single jerk of her clenched hand, she pulled back the blanket and exposed her legs. Clad in her sleepwear, she moved to the very end of the bed, opposite of her partner, and swung her feet off the bunk.

"Since he might be out when I leave the room, I'll take the balcony." She spoke to him through her back. "Okay?"

"That sounds fine."

Well, if that was a quick and crafty way to end a conversation, she wasn't sure what was! An all too familiar burn behind her eyes threatened to make her sniffle or wipe her eyes but instead, she forced her teeth together. Grinding her molars together, she stood from the bed and glanced to the floor.

"What about Bug?" She asked voice, low.

"I'll bring her around later, okay? If I leave the room before my dad comes in, he won't get a chance to spot her." He answered in the same depleted tone.

"Okay, I'll see you later then." Hea cleared her throat a single time before stepping away from the warmth of his bed.

"Sure."

The thought of screaming, 'fine I know when I'm not wanted' at the top of her lungs came to mind but left milliseconds later. What good would that do? Sure, it would make _her_ feel better for about five minutes but how would that make _him_ feel? Ah well, he'd never given her a reason to argue before, why hurt someone she cared for if he wasn't intending to be offensive? Of course, the minute he _did_ want to offend her or hurt her feelings she'd tell him off but until then, best to avoid any kind of conflict.

Besides, his sharp sarcasm and quick comebacks didn't help her fighting confidence either.

She approached the balcony before she could blink twice. As in normal routine, she parted the doors, stepped outside and as quietly as possible, she hopped over the wooden planks. With her bare feet hitting the frost covered grass, she released a small gasp before making a quick scrabble back to her own home.

As she made a dash for her back door, her chin lifted to the sky only to see the sun just peering over the horizon. Wait a second! It wasn't late at all! In fact, it seemed quite early, earlier than her usual departure time anyway! What the hell?! Was he just _trying_ to get rid of her or what?!

_Wow, no talking out of this, he _wanted_ you gone_.

Well shit. Great, now what? To confess to Rye or anyone else or just play the ropes and see what happens? Ugh. This did _not_ need to be this complicated _this_ early in the morning.

_Good fucking morning to you too._

Act End.


	27. Act Twenty Seven

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Two

The chatter of the Viking teens just outside made her smile, even if she had a _terrible_ morning. Sure, Hiccup was acting funny but hey, maybe he was just having an off morning? Besides, if he _wanted_ to hurt her feelings, there would plenty of things he _could_ have said, right? Everyone was entitled to a bad day, even him. Hell, compared to someone like Tuffnut or Snotlout who had bad days at least five days a week, this was nothing!

Just go on like everything was normal. Things hadn't changed, he was just feeling off.

Hea hummed to herself, trying her best to force the morning's 'incident' out of her mind as she put the finishing touches on large lunch she'd been preparing for the last two hours. One taste of her best chicken sandwich and all of her issues and troubles would disappear in an instant! Plus there was _always_ dessert to look forward to.

Placing the final wrapped sandwich in the large leather satchel, Hea flipped over the flap and hooked the golden lock shut. Before she threw the large bag over her shoulder and across her chest, she reached forward toward a ceramic jar a few inches away on the stone counter. Once in hand, she popped open the lid and pushed her hand inside. Her fingertips brushed against caramelized candies, picking a single rock from the pile.

_Good thing I made a big batch._

The ginger sweets were always a nice thing to have on hand, especially when she had to go flying without much notice. And since someone had decided it would be a good idea to go fishing this morning, what better use for the natural medicine?

With her hand free from the jar, the baker placed the lid back where it belonged before tossing the small candy into her mouth. They would be taking off soon, right? Better have one now and get ready. And if she needed another one, her satchel always came in handy for storing extras.

Time to move on! Her ears continued to vibrate to the sound of the Vikings-to-be just outside her open door. Ah, it was so nice to have everyone up and ready for an adventure! Shit, it sure beat everyone being separated and hating on Hiccup. Ah well, those days were long gone now. Time to focus on today! A smile spread wide on her face, she pulled her picnic bag over her chest and made her way toward the front door.

Adjusting the satchel as she walked, she only winced when the sunlight from the morning hit her face. Sunshine with a chilly wind? Eh, not the perfect combination when the thought of being splashed with ocean water came into mind but hey, fishing was fishing. At least this was _dragon fishing_, no sitting around for hours on hand for a single bite; this was about ten times faster and filled with twice the adrenaline!

After a moment of her eyes growing accustom to the light outside, Hea focused her attention on the group ahead of her. Her eyes landing on her sister first, she watched as Rye stood between Snotlout, Astrid, Fishlegs and their partners, seemingly lost in conversation. Meanwhile Hiccup tended to Toothless, probably checking his last minute checklist. Hm, everything seemed calm enough.

She continued to walk, even if her eyes were fixated elsewhere and only came to a stop when her eyes had nothing new to gawk at. After coming to a halt, her eyes were drawn to the ground, to the small canine sitting in the home's doorway. Ah Bug, she was going to miss her when they were out today! Too bad she couldn't come with; there was no way she'd sit still while riding on Toothless. Perhaps a small seatbelt was in order? Eh, it was something to consider.

But when the sound of sniffing just beside her head made her eardrum vibrate, she stilled. And when a round of hot air blown to the back of her neck _times two_ she felt her entire body freeze. Oh geez, that wasn't who she thought it was, was it? Gah, seeing as there was only _one _two-headed dragon in the immediate area she only had one guess.

Her eyes shut just as the air being blown to her skin traveled downward, stopping at the satchel at her side. Ah, they smelled the food, huh? Figures. Didn't those twins feed their damn animal before bringing it here?! Why was it the moment she thought of the question her first assumed answer was 'no'? Again, figures.

Hea swallowed the large lump of saliva that had built up on her tongue, both due to the ginger candy and huge dragon lurking behind her, and reopened her eyes. Taking in one last breath of air through her nose, she turned to face the beast. Just as expected, the large two-headed reptile gazed back at her with a set of wide eyes. They chirped for a moment, tilting their heads and leaning in _closer_.

"No, no." In the slowest motion possible, her hands came up to chest level and she took a step backward. "Not so close. You're just fine where you are."

"Aw come on, Hea." Ruffnut's voice made her flinch. "How long has it been now, like a year? Get used to dragons already!"

Yeah because it was _so_ easy. "I'm getting by, okay? Thanks for the update by the way." She pouted, dropping her arms.

"Oooh," The male twin shook his hands. "Look who woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning."

Her bottom lip poked out even further. Wonderful, now they were going to make cracks about something they had no idea went on. And of course, they were _right_ about it. It was almost like they were so stupid…they were smart. Then again they _could_ have been outside when she made that mad dash from Hiccup's house to her own.

"Yep, wrong side."

_Wrong bed and house too._

"Anyway, what else is new?" She finished up by letting her features relax.

"Nothing since yesterday." Tuff snorted and crossed his arms over his chest.

_Okay, that answers that!_

"What's in the bag?" Ruff's eyes grew, no doubt clearing everything just discussed out of her head. "Whatever it is, Belch and Barf want at it!"

For whatever strange or stupid reason, Hea felt a smile appear on her face. "Lunch. Since it's been awhile since breakfast, I thought there'd be some empty stomachs by the time the fishing was done."

Cocking a single dark brow, Tuffnut leaned into her. "So, what is it?"

"Chicken sandwiches." She replied, chest swelling with pride. "Fresh bread, juicy chicken and my secret ingredient. Not to mention the drinking water and dessert."

"Not a bad spread," Ruff smirked, "Should be good enough."

Her brother snickered seconds after the verbal punch. "It better be."

Ugh! It was always when she was just starting to feel good about herself that they always took turns jabbing at her _emotions_. Damn, what was up with that anyway? Treating her like she was the younger one of the group! Talk about little or _no_ respect at all!

"Well, if it isn't, you don't have to eat." Hea's brows darted downward. "Starve then, it's not my problem if I offer you food and you refuse!"

"Whoa," The blonde female released an almost _amused _giggle-snort.

"Hey, I guess if it isn't good enough, Barf and Belch will always eat it." Tuffnut lifted his thumb and jerked it in his dragon's direction.

"GAH!" The baker's arms shot up. "Forget it! Geez, I'm trying to be nice but whatever, I give up."

"We're just kidding," Ruff turned away from the elder girl, crossing her arms and pouting. "Get a sense of humor."

"Not funny."

"Man, you're usually not so uptight about stuff like this. What's your problem?" Now sounding as if _she'd_ offended _them_, Tuff shot a nasty look in her direction.

Hea allowed her eyes to dart away from the twins, "Yeah because when you say 'what's your problem' in that tone, I really want to answer." After a second or avoiding eye contact, she returned her focus to them at full force with an added glare and pointed index finger, "And I'm _not_ uptight!"

"Are to." They responded in unison.

"I am not!"

Instead of answering, the two siblings stood with a complete look of confidence washed over their features. Smug smirks, tilted brows and their weight shifted in her direction. What was _that_ stance supposed to mean, that they were proving themselves right just because of the way she was reacting?! Oh she was _not_ over-reacting.

Fine, if they wanted to pretend they were slick, she was going to be twice as smooth! So they were going to be silent and shoot her intimidating looks? Then she was going to fight back with the best adult-like attitude possible!

"Look," She responded after a deep breath or two. "I really don't need this today, okay?"

"Relax for once," Tuffnut rolled his blue eyes. "Just go with it, try to act like you know what you're doing, it'll look better."

"Yeah," His sister did not hesitate to pipe in, "Then you won't be such a stick in the mud."

"Stick in the-?!" She jerked. "UGH! Done."

With one quick spin on her right heel, Hea turned away from the offensive duo and marched off. With her head hunched between her shoulders she stomped away even as their continuing banter made her inner child want to rush back and have the last word. No, not today! She was way too tired for this shit, if she didn't have to deal with it, she wasn't gonna.

As their ear-piercing voices faded further and further from her ears, the baker focused her attention on the new scene playing out in front of her. Just within hearing distance, she watched as her older sister placed both of her delicate hands on Meatlug's face. Now more curious than anything, she watched as Rye's hands went from the top of the dragon's head to the chin.

"So she's going to be okay?" Fishlegs' high voice caught her attention.

"Yeah, for sure!" Rye turned to the larger male and shot him one of her nicest smiles. "She's just got a case of the hiccups, nothing to worry about."

"Oh, that's good."

"Yep," The four eyed doctor gave a shallow bob of her noggin. "I'm guessing she ate her breakfast really fast? 'Cause that'll do it. Just make sure when she eats lunch that she takes her time."

"I can do that." The blond nodded.

"Remind her to chew too," The eldest female in the area released a sweet laugh. "But if she does get the hiccups again, it's no big deal. Just make sure she's relaxed and they should go away on their own."

"Right."

"I know a bad case of the hiccups can be _really_ annoying." The long haired female paused and looked over her shoulder. "No offense."

"None taken." Hiccup said, passing by both Fishlegs and Rye.

Aw, seeing Rye being social never felt so good. She'd come a long way in the last few months! It was enough to make any family member proud but seeing as they were sisters _and_ best friends, it was twice as heartwarming! Maybe all that extra work with Gobber really was paying off, especially now she was taking Fishlegs under her 'veterinary' wing. It wouldn't be too long until they were both thee go to vets on Berk!

"Good morning Hea, you're looking pretty distracted-"

Before she could process who was speaking to her or what exactly they were saying, the short-haired female flinched, _hard_. A rather unappealing and loud yelp left her lips just as she jumped backward. With her heart nearly slamming out of her chest, she looked on to see a very confused Astrid standing behind her.

"Great Odin above!" She exhaled, throwing her hand over her thumping chest.

"As well as jumpy…and sweaty." Astrid finished, dropping the extended arm she'd probably moved outward to touch her shoulder.

"Fine!" Her voice cracked in the most awkward way possible. "I mean, fine. I'm fine." Hea corrected herself, after clearing her throat and calming her vocal cords.

"You sure?" The blonde beauty arched a brow.

"Yeah, yeah." The older female removed her hand from her chest and released a small sigh. "I'm good, it's just…"

"Just?" The Viking leaned inward.

Hea lifted her right hand to her forehead and pushed back the stray hairs that had come to the front of her face after her surprised jerk. "I don't know…" Her hand pushed the uneven strands until they came out from beneath her palm. "Never mind, I'm probably just tired."

"That's pretty easy to solve." Astrid shot a small smile in her direction. "_If_ that's the problem."

Hea's arm dropped back to her side. "No worries, it's fine."

"Sure."

The baker broke into a large smile, "Anyway!" Her pitched lifted as she changed the subject. "You're lookin' good. How are you doing?"

"Not bad," The fierce matriarch relaxed her posture and hooked her hand to her hip. "I'm really looking forward to some fishing. I think Stormfly needs the exercise; she's been excited all morning. It'll be good for her to work some of that energy off."

"True, true." Hea nodded. "Besides, you two need some quality time! Outside of training that is."

"Without a doubt."

For a brief moment, the taller female glanced away from her conversation partner and looked over her slender shoulder. Just beyond the two of them stood Snotlout and Rye. Hm, what in the _world_ could they be talking about? Rye tended to stay away from the small male due to the fact that he gave her his _full_ attention; _too much_ attention for the four-eyed doctor. So the recent social improvement had gone _that_ far, had it?

_Good. You go girl._

"So how are _you_?" Astrid's sweet voice caught her interest once again.

"Pretty good," She responded, her brown eyes locking with the blonde's ocean blues. "I had a lot of fun this morning making lunch." Hea reached down, giving her satchel a firm pat. "I swear, I don't get to cook or bake enough around here! I just have so much fun doing it, it's almost like I get lost in it. Nothing beats feeding people you care about when your own homemade meal!"

"Sounds fun," The young girl's smile spread almost ear to ear.

"I just wish I could do it more often," The future cook felt her back slouch almost as if she were deflating in front of the Viking female. "I think everything would be pretty much perfect if I could cook for a living around here."

Astrid bent down just a bit, her eyes once again making contact. "I'm sure you'll get your dream job someday. Hopefully sooner than later, I know it means a lot to you."

"Yeah, I hope so. I'm ready to begin _tomorrow_, you know?"

"Hey," The blonde tilted her head to her right in the slightest manner. "It could. Stranger things _have_ happened."

"Yep."

"HEY!" The sound of Tuffnut shouting a few feet away made Hea shudder. "Let's GO! I'm tired of waiting!"

"That's our cue," Astrid took a few steps forward, only pausing to bump her elbow against her upper arm. "See you around."

"'Kay." She shot her a smile as she left the scene.

That could only mean it was time to take off! Hea straightened her back before proceeding forward. Not more than five feet away, Hiccup and Tooth stood side by side. The boy continued to tinker away with the black saddle on the Night Fury's back but once she was within a reasonable distance, he tore his attention away from his partner and focused on her.

Okay, it was time to act like nothing happened earlier! Time to go at this conversation like a pro. Pretend her feelings weren't hurt, like her damn heart wasn't torn in _two_. She had to let it go, hell, _he_ probably wasn't even thinking too much about it! Just at natural-like and everything would be right as rain!

"Hey, you ready?" She started off with her friendliest smile. "I'm all set!"

"Uh…" He almost _grimaced _as he stood upright.

_Keep acting, keep it up, Hea!_

"I packed lunch and everything." She continued, giving her leather bag a rather cruel and unnecessary slap. "And it sounds like everyone else is ready, wanna get going?"

"Yeah," Hiccup's brilliant green eyes darted away from her own while his right hand darted to the back of his neck. "About that."

_About what?_

"I was thinking," He paused momentarily to clear his throat. "That we have enough people today to do the fishing, everyone actually. So, why don't you stay back and relax?"

_What?_ _No. Not _again.

At this point Toothless had brushed against the side of his owner's leg, moving his head beneath the trainer's left hand. "I know you have to work tonight and you've been pretty stressed all morning so…"

He was talking clearly; speaking fluent English so why was it so hard to digest what he was actually saying? As his explanation continued, his excuses seemed lamer, longer and sillier. What the hell? Since when did he care about her work schedule or how it affected her?! How many nights had they spent up together talking about_ nothing_? Even when she wasn't working or when her work had ended!

This wasn't about how many people where going on the fishing trip or how much rest she needed, he didn't _want_ her around. _Again_. If he didn't want to be around her all he needed to do was _man up_, _be a real Viking_ and tell her off! Just like everyone/anyone else would! He didn't need to be considerate when it came to rejection, especially if she was going to be dragged along in the process! If he wasn't going to act like a man, then she was gonna do it for him.

No more.

He continued on, even as his voice sounded like a bunch slurred blurs in her ears. And as he went on, she pulled the bag strap up from around her shoulders. She gripped the main pouch in both hands and held it to her chest.

"Fine."

With one solid shove, she pushed the satchel into his tiny arms. He released a near silent grunt as the bag came into contact with his chest. Nevertheless, his hands took hold of the container, leaving Hea to pull back her arms to her sides.

"Have fun."

Before he could speak, move or even blink, she whirled around and stormed away from the dragon trainer and his reptile.

"Hea, wait!"

She heard the voice she'd fallen so in love with call out her name but she refused to turn.

"Come on! I'm _not_ waiting anymore!" Even Tuffnut's voice was not enough for her to even bring her head up from behind her bangs. Besides, if he was already announcing _he_ was leaving there was little doubt that Hiccup wouldn't be far behind.

Whether she was with him or not.

She continued the thunder past the other Vikings, not taking notice to whether they were looking/watching her as she barreled through. What did it matter now? It wasn't like she could just get up and go with someone else, on another rider's dragon. How long had it taken to just get used to Toothless? The thought of hopping up on Stormfly or heaven forbid that _Nightmare_ was awful! At least she'd build enough of a trust level with Hiccup so that if she thought she was gonna toss her cookies, she could tap him on the shoulder and ask to get down. But with anyone else? Ugh, it just wasn't there. Yet anyway.

Hea found herself within the walls of her own home before she could blink twice. Rushing through the main room and kitchen, the moment she entered her bedroom she flopped down onto her bed. Seeing her quilt just at her fingertips, she ripped the blanket up and over her head before pouting.

Ugh, there was _no way_ she was going to cry now! Not over a boy! Sure, she cared a lot about this one in particular but no man was worth crying over, right?

_If that's true, why does it hurt so much?_

Shit, why the fuck did rejected have to hurt this much?! Was it the fact that he told her 'no' or the actual rejection that hurt the most? Ugh, hell if she knew for sure. All she really knew was that the pain was real, it was there and it _stung_.

"What happened?" Rye's voice echoed through the bedroom. "What did he do?"

"Great, you saw that?" She muttered from beneath the covers.

"Uh yeah." The elder's sister's voice became louder, as if she'd moved closer to her bedside. "Did he say something to you?"

"Long story." Hea grunted. "Well, it's not really a _long story_ but…you know what I mean."

"And?"

"Aren't you going with them?"

"No," The sound of Rye's bed creaking let the cook assume the vet had taken a seat. "Snotlout invited me but when I saw you take off I turned him down. I'm worried about _you_. What happened?"

Groaning and throwing the quilt from off her head, the littler sibling lifted her chin and stared into her sis's eyes. "You know how we've been having sleep overs, right?"

"You mean your _spooning sessions_?" Rye smirked.

"Sure," Her eyes rolled, "Well, he kinda asked me to leave early this morning. Made up some fake story on how it was later than we thought and his dad might come in."

"Ohh."

"I thought that maybe he was in a bad mood or sick or maybe just wanted more sleep but then he rejected me again!" Her face dropped into the mattress.

"What? Just now?"

"Yes!" Her muffled voice hit the air and her hands clenched the sheets.

"What the heck? Why would he do that?" The bed across from her creaked.

Hea jerked her head up from the bed and shot a glare at her sister. "I have no idea! When I was said I was ready, he told me that I should stay home and rest!"

Rye's brow lifted as she shifted back in her seat. "Well, you do have work tonight, right? He probably just wants you to relax. Why would he go out of his way to reject you? Maybe he's just having an off day."

"I don't care!" The cook threw her hands to the top of her head. "Fool me once!"

"Hea."

"You know I don't deal well with stuff like this!" She groaned, digging her nails into her scalp. "I can't stand being rejected! If he doesn't want me around, fine!"

"This is _Hiccup_ we're talking about here," Rye's voice softened. "He's the one guy in the entire world who wouldn't try to hurt anyone on purpose. Let him have a bad day, he'll make it up to you. I think you're being a bit sensitive, Hea."

"Psh," The girl's eyes darted away from her kin. "You act like I'm going to completely ignore him from now on. We're still friends, even if he's being a jerk. But that's _it_."

"Hmmm, I think you're giving up way too easily."

"What's to give up, we aren't 'together'." Her nasty look returned to the older woman.

"No, but he's your first love right?" Rye shrugged her shoulders. "And being that he is, you're going to be sensitive when he says things to you. You'll get used to it, you two aren't going to get along one-hundred percent of the time. Even if you _are_ just friends."

"I guess." Her chin sunk deeper down into the mattress.

"Don't give up just yet, okay?"

"_Fine_."

_But that doesn't mean it stings any less. _

Act End.


	28. Act Twenty Eight

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Three

Was it the hour long fishing trip that exhausted him or was it the emotion stress from the last few days? Either way, being tired wasn't helping anything. Things and situations needed to be dealt with, no matter how spent he was.

Hiccup released a sigh as he moved through the village, departing from Mead Hall and now headed in the direction of his home. He was sure that fishing would have taken more of his mental attention or have been more of a distraction but if anything the events leading up to the trip made things _worse_. Was he wrong, right or somewhere in between? Argh, what was the use of thinking about it now? It happened, it was over and the world hadn't stop spinning.

But… somewhere along the line, feelings had been hurt. And not just _hers_.

Sure, he'd been feeling off for a number of weeks but how could she know? He hadn't told _anyone_ and as far as he was aware of, no one was on to him. He couldn't really expect her or anyone else to know how he was feeling but in that moment, when she shoved her leather satchel into his chest, it hurt.

"_Fine."_

The look of disgust on her face, the tone of her voice and the force she used to _push him away_…

"_Have fun."_

Hea was sarcastic, maybe not as much as her older sister or even him, but she was known for a few famous icy jabs in the past. And this was definitely qualified. But again, he _was_ being distant without giving her any real reason. And she _was_ the kind of person that if hurt, her next move is to hurt her offender _twice_ over.

_She's more Viking than she'd like to admit._

The sound of a familiar grunt caught the rider off guard. He glanced to his right to see his partner following beside him with a large set of yellow eyes. Was he worried too? Well he was _there_ when the incident happened; maybe he was feeling some of the damage as well?

"Everything's okay." He spoke to Toothless, with a weak smile. "Try not to worry so much, bud."

The Night Fury pouted. Ah, the signal that he wasn't willing to agree.

_That makes two of us…I guess._

Hiccup removed his focus from the dragon at his side and relocated his vision to the ground. As his eyes wandered, the leather belt across his chest caught his attention. Ah the satchel. He lifted his left hand to the line of hide and ran his fingernails across the uneven surface. Man, he messed up.

She had made _eight_ sandwiches, packed _eight_ cups and stored enough sweets to feed an army. That meant she had been planning on coming along. She and Rye. She had prepared to get on Toothless, a _dragon_, and fly, _high_ in the air. Her two worst fears and she'd come ready only to have him turned her down. How was that supposed to make her feel? But in the same breath, didn't _his_ feelings account for anything? He was entitled to feel too, right?

Of course there _was_ the whole _'ignore your own feelings and do something you don't agree with/don't like just because you're Hiccup'_ complex he was still dealing with but things were different now. He had to take care of himself as well as the other people he cared about. If he couldn't care for his own emotions first how was he going to help anyone else?

It was the touching, cuddling, sleep overs, constant flirting and even kissing he was having an issue with. He had gone his whole life with nearly zero human contact and then within the span of two years, it was almost like he couldn't get a moment to think about what was happening or how to feel about it. Of course Gobber would like to call it something along the lines of 'fearing to commit' but it couldn't be that simple!

It also didn't help that she had _admitted_ she loved him.

How was he supposed to handle it? Was it something that was supposed to come naturally because if that was the case, he shouldn't be feeling or even thinking about this! How many years did he have to endure being useless, stupid, small, weak and strange; then to all of a sudden to be given affection, love, gratitude, warmth, attention and acceptance by not just Hea but _everyone_. It was too much…at times.

He just needed a break, sometime to himself...to think things out.

And while being welcomed into the Viking community was better than one second of being denied, it all seemed to happen so fast. He just needed to adjust and that was going to take time. Making friends was almost second nature at this point but anything beyond that needed to be learned and adjusted to.

_Ugh, maybe I should have talked to her about this earlier. _

Before he knew it, his hand and fingers were wrapped around the doorknob of his home. With is mind still elsewhere, he twisted the handle and popped open the front door. The second the wood left the frame the sound of three voices hit his ears. Visitors? What was this about?

_Only one way to find out._

Pulling the door open further, Hiccup focused on the three large men standing in the main room of his cottage. His father stood out first and for most but Gobber and Spitelout followed soon after. What was this about? Sure seeing Gobber in his home wasn't unusual but his uncle? Huh, something had to up.

"Hey," Hiccup cleared his throat, gathering the older men's attention. "Am I interrupting something?"

"You might be." Stoick look at him, face firm. Oh no,he was using _that_ tone. Great.

"I can leave." The teen replied, taking a single step backward. "I know how you enjoy your privacy."

"Fine, go-"

"You might as well tell the boy, Stoick." Gobber spoke at the left. "Everyone's gonna find out anyway." Both father and uncle sighed as the blond continued, "Telling him now is springing it on him as it is."

"Oh boy, do I even _want _to know?" Hiccup slumped forward.

"Alright, alright." The village chief shook his head before extending his arm forward and beckoned his son inside the home. "Get in here and close the door."

Eh, he could turn tail and run now while he had the chance but what good would that do? Whatever it was, apparently it was going to happen whether he wanted to know about it or not. Might as well get it over with and find out. At least that way it could simmer in his mind one day longer than it would if he took off for the night.

Sighing, he looked to Toothless and nudged his chin forward. Following the order without hesitation, the Night Fury stepped into the house and took a seat beside Gobber. Ah, that was his cue. Resisting another sigh, he moved inside and made sure the door behind him shut completely.

"Go on."

"It seems we're going to have some familiar company soon." Stoick looked at him, almost if what he was about to say next was going to hurt. "We got a message from the Berserker Tribe."

"What?" He asked before his mind could process anything. "From Da-"

"It seems so!" Gobber moved his arms across his chest best he could.

"Well what do they want?" Hiccup moved forward several inches, heart now sinking to the bottom of his stomach.

Stoick's eyes moved away from him. "A compromise."

Alright, that wouldn't be too bad, would it? Assuming that the compromise was something reasonable. Then again this was _Dagur the Deranged_ they were talking about! It wasn't like they were dealing with Oswald, there had to be a catch somewhere.

"What kind?"

"He's saying that he needs a domestic worker for the tribe." Spitelout answered before anyone else could chime in. "In return he _says_ he's willing to work out a new peace treaty, one that will include staying away from our dragons."

What? "Wait," Hiccup's arms shot outward. "He's _agreeing_ to leave the dragons on Berk alone? He'll sign a treaty for it?"

"In exchange for a worker." Stoick's deep voice forced the young teen's stomach to cramp again.

Although his first initial thought and reply was, 'of course, let's ship out someone right away' but something didn't _feel_ right about this. This was a trap for sure, and the fact that his father, uncle and Gobber were already worried and discussing it only proved his point.

"How do we know that he's going to keep up his end of the bargain? Just because he signs a piece of paper doesn't mean he'll keep his end of the treaty." Geez, even _saying_ it out loud sounded fishy.

"That's the problem." His father exhaled through his nose.

"This is obviously a trap!" Spitelout complained from the right side of the room. "We have to do something about this, before he makes _his_ move!"

"He's already making his move," Stoick shot a glare at his kin. "In his message he made it clear his boat was already coming our way. He wants to discuss the new treaty _in person_."

"So why are we just standing around?!" The smallest of the trio took a step forward. "We need to rally our troops and wait at the dock. Then when he and his armada arrive, we'll have the advantage!"

"Why would he propose a treaty _before_ the raid?" Gobber answered in return, calm as always. "Not much of a sneak attack if you ask me."

"Do you wanna risk that?" Snotlout's father backed off, lowering his tone of voice and crossing his muscular arms over his chest. "We can't wait around and hope he'll act like Oswald."

"But if he does intend on making a true peace treaty, we can't risk _not_ taking up the offer." The village chief shot a glare between both men. "What if he finds it offensive if we decline? A war isn't necessary if we can avoid it."

"I see your dilemma." Hiccup groaned, as he lifted his hand to his forehead and pushed back his hair. "But if he's already on his way, there isn't much we can do about it. I'd say we try and talk this out with him." He continued as all the eyes in the room fell on him. "Let's see exactly what he wants and if we can make a deal then fine. If not or if he goes back on the agreement, we have our dragons. We'll have a few advantages his army won't."

"Your boy makes a good point," Gobber's voice and vote of confidence made the rider relax.

"So we're just going to welcome his lunatic to our village?" Spitelout's voice grew higher once again. "Have you thought about everyone else? What are we going to do with all our elderly and kids if he launches a full on attack?!"

"We'll have to prepare everyone in the village either way," Stoick moved his right hand to the bottom of his lip. "He's on his way. We can't change that now."

"Gather the dragons and attack his ships from the air before they can defend themselves." His uncle lifted his right arm and pointed his index finger at his father.

"That'll start a war without a doubt," Gobber's brows furrowed. "That's the worst thing we can do."

"Is it?! This is our village we're talking about!"

"We're going to give this a shot," Stoick turned to his older family member. "We don't want to risk anything we don't have to. Attacking their ships is guaranteed to start a confrontation, one that we don't need."

Spitelout retracted his arm, "You're making a mistake."

"We will have our armies ready," The chief shifted his weight to the right. "We'll be ready for any move he makes. We will not let our guards down, I promise you that."

"Hmm."

"We'll treat him with as much respect as possible but keep guards around him and the island at every second." Stoick looked from male to male, being certain to make eye contact. "We'll find out what he wants and if we can give it to him. If we can get that treaty signed then at least have something. Either way, we're going to do this right. That's the plan."

"And if he goes back on the treaty?" Spitelout narrowed his eyes.

Stoick's eyes flickered. "We'll cross that bridge if we come to it."

"I second this plan." Gobber lifted his right arm from the opposite side of the room.

Hiccup's hand lifted as a smile began to spread across his face. "I third it."

"Good, then it's settled."

XoXoX

Hm, talk about feeling socially awkward again. But, hey it was better than it _was_, right? He'd much rather be in this situation than the one he was in two or so years ago. Ah well, the sooner he got this done, the better and besides Hea wasn't the worst person on Berk to talk to. At least he wasn't having one of those good old fashioned one-on-one's with his dad.

Although his right side _did_ feel pretty lonely. But it was best not to take Toothless out on this one, right? After all, the last thing Hea needed was to be any more stressed out than she probably already was. He'd made that mistake once before anyway and it ended with said female punching the Night Fury in the snout. Gah, memories.

Hiccup approached the pasture, leather satchel hanging off his left shoulder. She was probably wanting it back at this point anyway and if she _was_ going to tell him off, it'd be a good gesture. After all for all he knew she could tell him to shove it and might not speak to him again and if he could give it to her now while he had the chance, why not?

An all too familiar rock came into view, ah the old sitting rock. She was there for sure. Once at the gate, he allowed himself in and made sure to lock the entry door behind him. Geez, that's all he needed, was for one of those stupid sheep to get out, then he'd have more than just one problem.

The clank of the rusted metal made the older female jump in her seat. She turned, looked over her shoulder and made eye contact with him. The watched one another for a short moment and instead of shooting him a nasty glare, she turned forward once again and moved to the left. Was she making room for him? So she wasn't mad?

With his heart pounding in his chest, he found his way to his reserved seat in the grass. The moment he landed beside her, he removed the satchel from his arm and placed it down between himself and the sheep herder. At this point, Hea had pulled her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around her legs. She kept her eyes glued out on the field, on the herd not once turning his way. Was she nervous or just really upset?

"Hey," He spoke first, "I uh just…you know, wanted to check on you." He inhaled a deep breath through his nose and pull in his bottom lip. "So, how are you?"

"Ah, I'm okay I guess." She answered, dropping her chin to the tops of her knees. "How have you been? How was fishing?"

"It was pretty much how you'd imagine it. Lots of sea water, fish and animalistic fights for dominance to see who could get the biggest catch."

She laughed, eyes shutting just for a second or two. "Yep, I wouldn't doubt that. But how are _you_ doing?" Hea asked, her focus still away from him.

"Hmm, how do I answer that?" He turned away from her for the first time he came to the pasture.

"You don't have to." Her tone softened. "I mean, you're feeling bad, I can understand that much. What about? I don't know and you don't _have_ to tell me."

His brow lifted, green eyes landing on the girl once again. "You aren't curious in the least?"

"Oh sure!" A low chuckle rumbled from her throat as she turned her chin to the sky. "I'm dying to know! But hey, I can remember a time not too long ago when I was feeling down and when you came to talk to me, you never pressured me to explain why. I really appreciated that when it happened. Made me feel like whatever it was, you'd respect how I felt."

How long ago was that? Hm, it was hard to remember now, had it been so long that it seemed more like a distant memory than anything?

"_Ah, I get it. You don't have to get into it if you don't want to."_

"The least I can do is return that favor and respect how you feel." Her hand lifted to her cheek and slowly pulled down, almost as if she were tired. "But if I did something to piss you off, I'd like to know. I mean, how can I apologize or fix it if I don't know what I did? Apparently I did something."

"I'm not sure how to put it," He shifted in his seat. "I'm just…I don't know."

"Don't worry about it." She turned to him finally, a weak smile growing on her face. "I get that you're mad."

Ugh, how could he not worry about it when it was still bothering him? And why was talking about his feelings all of a sudden so hard? Sure, he didn't know exactly what or how he was feeling and what to do about it but he should be able to discuss it, right?

"_Have you tried talking to Rye about any of this? Why not? If you two talked, maybe you'd feel better." _

He had to take his own advice, follow what he believed in. Talking things over would make him feel better, his head knew that but what was it in his heart that kept his lips sealed? Embarrassment, maybe? After all, Vikings weren't supposed to really talk about _emotions_ but if exchanging words would make a difference there wasn't any reason for him _not_ to do it.

Hiccup broke their connection, looking to the ground and gripping at the fabric of his pant leg. "I'm just not used to it yet."

"Used to what?" Her tone lightened.

"You're…ugh." He ripped his left hand from his side and brushed his fingers through his brown locks. "You…"

"Not used to me?" He could see from out of the corner of his eye the sheep herder tilting her head to one side.

"The attention."

Silence. Well, near silent beyond the distant sounds of Bug rolling around in the dirt a few feet away in the field. How was she feeling? Ashamed, embarrassed? Ugh, this was too complicated. How was he _supposed_ to say this? Just coming out and saying, 'you're coming on a little strong' sounded a bit harsh, didn't it? Odin knew if she said that to _him_, it would wound what little pride he had left.

"I see."

Dare he look at her?

"Too much? Wow, I'm sorry."

He finally turned to her, to see her pink cheeks nearly glowing in the darkness. Her shoulders had slumped forward while her head ducked between them. Her fingertips gripped and grabbed at the fabric of her pants while her upturned brows hung heavy over her eyes.

"No, I-"

"I mean, I didn't want to latch to you everywhere you went or follow you around I just…really _like_ being with you." A sort of nervous chuckle left her lips. "When I feel really strong about something I take it too far. That's what Rye's told me that before anyway. I just get," Her hands came out from beneath her chin and extended outward. "Passionate about things, I guess."

Was this a _good_ sign or a _bad_ one? She was being awfully calm about this but on the other hand, she was blushing, nervous and shaking, maybe she was trying to fight back anger? Any other woman on Berk would be mad about this kind of thing, then again she wasn't raised a Viking.

"I'll back off."

"It's not so much about 'backing off'," He finally managed to speak, "I like our late night talks and messing around, I'm just not used to it yet. You know how it was hard for you to adjust to Toothless? It's kinda that way for me right now."

Her eyes darted away from him. "What do you want me to do?"

"I wish I knew." He sighed. "Just take it slow, I think."

"You made life a-hell of a lot easier for me here; I can do the same for you." Hea looked to him with a smile, regardless of the heavy flush on her face.

"Thanks, it means a lot to me."

"Hey, an eye for an eye." Her hand shot up to her face and with her index and pinky fingers pointed toward her eyes, she guested once at herself then to him. "I got ya."

_That's more like it._

Now on to matter number two, "I wanted to apologize about earlier." Hiccup grunted, now feeling his own cheeks swell with blood. "After I saw you'd packed lunch for yourself and Rye, I felt really bad."

"Ah, forget it!" With her arm still in motion, she waved a single time at him. "I mean it was pretty crushing and I did cry but hey, what's a few tears amongst friends?"

"Oh wonderful, thanks for that." He smirked at her, seeing her turn her apparent angst into some sort of strange humor.

"You're welcome!" Hea pouted her bottom lip in the slightest manner and even maintaining a small smile in the process. "You should feel bad, jerk."

"Noted." His features relaxed. "We'll have more heartwarming discussions about our emotions in the future then."

The sheep herder finally pulled herself out of her tight ball of a seating position and stretched out her legs. She then placed either hand to the ground, at her sides. "So how _were_ my sandwiches? I've yet to hear about how delicious they were!"

His heart swelled. "They were good, and don't worry, the extras were eaten. More like fought over but they're gone." A laugh crept up his throat, as a visual image from this afternoon flashed in his head. "You'd think Tuffnut and Snotlout had never eaten before! Tore through the whole bag before I could eat half of mine."

"Nice to know." As the redness faded from her features, she pushed her back against the rock behind her. "Maybe it was better that I didn't go, I would have bragged and relished in the praise the whole time!"

"Hm."

_What do you know, it works. _

"Hey," The girl tilted her head to the left, "It's late and you've been up since sunrise. Why don't you get some shut eye? Things out here aren't going to get very interesting, you aren't missing anything."

"I should." His smile dropped. "We have a meeting to go attend tomorrow anyway." Hiccup grunted as he picked himself off the grass and stood straight.

"Do you?"

"'_We'_ means us," He shot a sarcastic smirk down at her. "All of us, at Mead Hall after lunch."

"Do I need to tell Rye about this?" She asked eyes full of pure wonder.

"Nah," He gave his head a shake, "I already told her. I wanted to come down and tell you myself, so I asked her not to tell you."

"Oh, sounds exciting! I'll be sure to show up."

"It won't disappoint you, that's for sure." Hiccup felt all the happiness and lightheartedness he had just acquired in the last few minutes of talking disappear within seconds of mentioning tomorrow's meeting. "I'll see you then."

"Okay, night."

The urge to stay and chat the night away after missing a complete day of goofing off hit him but the reality of resting up for tomorrow broke the mood. Ah well, there would always be nights to stay up way passed curfew to talk about stupid things and make lame inside jokes. They'd make up for tonight some other time.

For sure.

"Night."

Act End.
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"Are you _serious_? And you couldn't have _told_ us any earlier than today?!"

Ooooh no, there was _that_ tone. The tone Rye only used when she was really stressed. Then again, if there was an abrupt social situation that she was unaware of until the last second, it always stressed her sister out to the max.

"This sucks!" Ruffnut shouted from across the large rounded table.

_I guess Rye's not the only one stressed out then._

"You mean Dagur's coming _here_?" Astrid asked, her index finger hitting the hard wooden surface.

"Yes, he's coming _here_, to _Berk_." Hiccup nodded, standing at the end of the table with his father at his side.

Ah so _this_ was what the meeting was all about. Dagur's supposed return to Berk? Hea sat silent in her seat between Rye and Astrid. With her arms crossed on the table and her chin supported by her wrists, her eyes darted back and forth as each member of the 'council' argued their point.

Apparently this was a bad thing? She'd heard from Rye that when she was away on her trip he had come in place of his father to sign the peace treaty between tribes. Where ever Oswald was, she wasn't quite sure. She'd heard that the once agreeable leader of the Berserkers had 'passed away' and now his son was in charge. But when it came to agree/sign to the treaty there was the issue about the dragons, some fake dragon attack ensued and the matter was dropped for a period of time.

Then just recently Dagur found out the truth and everything just turned into one giant mess. And now he wanted to work a deal out? Eh, the sensible side of her screamed 'trap!' but Dagur wasn't _that_ bad of a guy, was he? Hell, she hadn't seen him in about four years but the last time they talked he seemed…decent? Sane? Not by a long shot but at least he wasn't running around with a torch, setting the village aflame. At least four years ago he wasn't.

"Does anyone else think this is a _really_ bad idea?" Fishlegs quivered in his seat.

"It's a terrible idea," Stoick interjected. "But he's already on his way; we have to make the best of this."

"No, no, this will all turn out fine because the _last time_ he was here, he tried to sign a paper with my dragon's blood!" Tuffnut snarled, inches away from his sister on the right and Snot on the left.

"If we could have stopped him coming before hand, we would have." Hiccup crossed his skinny arms over his chest. "But we have no choice now."

"Great," Rye removed her glasses from her face and placed them on the table. "And just how long have _you_ known about this?" She then shot a fierce glare at the blacksmith sitting beside her.

"Hey, this is news to me," Gobber's hand shot up in defense. "Stoick only told me a month ago!"

"A _month_?!"

"What good would it be to stress everyone out all at once?" He asked, dropping his hands and lifting his shoulders. "We thought it'd be easier to tell you all at once so you wouldn't have time to panic."

"Telling me at the last minute stresses me out even _more_." Rye lifted her hands to her face and began to rub her eyes.

"How was I supposed to know that?"

"And he says he wants a domestic worker in return for this peace treaty?" Astrid spoke out amongst the couple's quarrel one person away from her.

"_Domestic worker_?" Ruff curled up her lip. "What is _that_ supposed to mean?"

"It's a nice word for servant." Stoick answered in a less than enthused tone.

"Or in other words, a slave." Tuff added.

"Okay," Astrid went on with the question she hadn't had a chance to finish. "So that means that someone from _this_ village is going to leave and _work_ for Dagur and the Berserkers? How can we just ship one of our own there with that nutcase?"

"Hey, as long as it's not anyone important, let's just ship 'em out and get this guy out of our hair!" Snotlout huffed.

"Does that mean we can ship _you_ out there?" Ruffnut leaned across the table and grinned at the smaller male next to her brother.

"I nominate Snotlout!" The blond male's arm shot up into the air.

"Not cool!"

"Enough." The chief barked.

The sound of Hiccup clearing his throat drew all eyes his way. "That's just what he's asking for, it doesn't mean we're going to agree to it. If we can work something else out with them, we'll find out."

"Fine." Astrid's elbows hit the table. "Say that we work everything out just fine and dandy, what do we do if he stages a sneak attack when we're least expecting it because he signs some stupid paper?"

"Are we _ever_ not expecting an attack?" Hiccup released a lengthy sigh. "We're Vikings! Fighting is what we do."

"Really?" Fishlegs whimpered.

"Okay, all joking aside," The dragon trainer inhaled. "We'll be on watch; we'll make sure nothing happens. And if something does, we have our dragons!"

Huh, so the last few times Dagur was in town it really stirred up a shitstorm, didn't it? Too bad she didn't have anything to say on the matter, had she'd been there at least she could contribute to the conversation. Ah well, watching the kids go at one another was amusing enough.

A loud groan from the sheep herder's left made the room wait for the complaint that was soon to follow. Hea glanced to Astrid to see her, seeming already exhausted with her fist pressed against her cheek and her fingers of her free hand drumming on the table. "It's just… he's so aggressive."

"And loud," Rye said at the right, face now covered with her two hands.

"And scary!" Fishlegs yelped across from her.

"Nuts too." Ruffnut pouted.

"Hey, he's still _kinda_ cool." Snotlout gave the council a weak shrug. "I mean, besides the whole killing dragons, using their blood for ink and almost killing Toothless thing."

Hiccup parted his lips as if to respond when the double doors to Mead Hall opened. The loud echoing creak made everyone in the room stop mid-thought and turn. Even with the sunlight pouring into the hall, Spitelout came into view relatively fast.

"We've spotted the boat about twenty miles from shore, Stoick."

"He's coming _TODAY_?!" Rye's jaw nearly hit the table. "Oh what the fu-"

Instead of answering or even acknowledging her older sister's question, the chief stepped out from behind the table, his son hot on his heel. As the leader moved across the room, each teen Viking rose from their seat as if to follow him as well.

"Hiccup," The large redhead turned to his son, "You, Astrid and Fishlegs come with me to the dock. We have our first round of warriors waiting there and we need you three as back up."

"Sure."

The alpha male then looked to the remaining riders. "The rest of you stay here and watch the borders of our village. Make sure you investigate anything suspicious or out of the ordinary."

"Aw!" Snotlout was first to fall back into his wooden chair. "Lame!"

"Alright, let's move out!" Stoick, followed by his three finest riders, stepped out of the large eating hall.

_Careful guys, if you get hurt I'll kill you myself._

Ugh, this couldn't turn out bad, not with all that training Astrid had put them through. They'd be fine. At least, they'd _better_ be.

The sound of the chair beside her moving made the baker turn. She then watched as Rye lifted herself from her seat and turned to Gobber. "Hey, be careful out there, okay? Don't do anything I wouldn't do." The nurse commented, placing her frames back over her nose.

"Ah, you know me." The larger, older male proceeded to give the woman a solid pat on her shoulder. "I may be dumb but I'm not stupid!"

"Uh-huh."

After both male and female walked away from the table, Hea lifted herself from her own seat and followed after the rest of the group. Being the last to step into the sunlight, she watched as the group with Stoick faded just from view. Well, with them gone things were going to be a bit dull. Especially if she was going to fall victim to the twin's teasing again. Not to mention everyone's dragons were a bit closer than she would have appreciated, seeing as they were waiting just outside the hall for their partners.

Just before she could say anything to the small group left behind, the image of Gobber passing her side made her brow lift. Just as he moved by, Rye arrived beside her. What the heck was that about? Some secret good bye or something? Gross. Ah well.

"What's the deal with us being left behind?" Snotlout grunted, having found his way to Hookfang's side. "Like we aren't good enough!"

"Nah," Rye's chin turned in said boy's direction. "We need you here. You and Hookfang have best offense! If we need a good, long range attack we have you to do the job!"

Ew, why was she giving him any sort of compliment? Now he was gonna gloat all day. Gah, best to get _away_ from him before he started to work her nerves. Besides, pretend arguing with the twins was more interesting anyway, even if was just by a hair.

Hea broke away from her sister, leaving her to deal with Snot alone, and turned toward the two other siblings. They had of course gathered around Barf and Belch, no doubt caught in the beginning of a new argument. The sheep herder moved her eyes away from the twins, her stare now moving to the dragon standing next to them. Huh, it seemed tame enough. It wasn't jerking and twitching all nervous-like, like Stormfly.

Was B&B just as easy to ride as Tooth? The siblings didn't seem to have too much trouble co-working with it. And if that dragon could withstand putting up with the two of them, it could tolerate one more, right? It was about time she tried riding a dragon other than that Night Fury anyway! And if Hiccup was gonna need space, why not use the time to get acquainted with everyone else?

Gah, only if as easy to reason with her stomach as it was reasoning with her head.

Her stomach twisted for the first time that afternoon as she stepped closer two the brother-sister duo. "Hey, I got an idea. Let's pass the time and take turns flying above the island. That way we get a good look around the place; see if there's any mysterious, sinister forces approaching the village."

"'_Mysterious sinister forces'_?" Ruffnut repeated, brow lifted.

"Yeah sure."

"Oh!" Snotlout jumped out from beside Rye. "Me first!"

Hea frowned, "No way." She took a few steps toward the twins, her hands attached to her hips. "It was my idea; I get to say who goes first! And I pick Ruff and Tuff."

"Whoa, cool!" Ruff balled her fists and pulled them to her chest.

"What's the catch?" Her brother leaned in.

"I'm coming with you." Hea announced, head held high and her with her right hand now placed below her collarbone.

"Lame." The shortest male crossed his arms over his wide chest and pouted.

"You'll get a chance," The short-haired girl shot a glare back in Snot's direction. "In the meantime you get to hang out with Rye _all by yourself_."

"Oh, yeah." The younger trainer glanced at the four-eyed woman and _smirked_. "I'm good with that then."

Just then Rye stiffened like someone pressed a hot spike to her lower back. With her glasses dropping halfway down her nose, a bright red embarrassed flush appeared over her cheeks. She then shot the sheep herder a look that was reminiscent of an angry mother. Ah, how many times had their _own_ mom given them that exact same look when they were out of line? Ah, memories.

_You're doing well socially, you can handle this._

"Anyway!" Hea whirled away from her sister and moved closer to the siblings to her right. "Let's get going!" She announced, clapping both palms together.

"We didn't say you could come with," Tuffnut pouted. "You aren't the boss of us!"

"Oh come on," Her arms fell and her shoulders lifted. "I made you're lunch yesterday! Don't be so greedy with your dragon!"

"Hey, you were all like scared of Barf and Belch yesterday, what happened?" Ruff's brows touched the top of her forehead.

Ugh! Why did they have to make everything so damn hard! "What does it matter?! Come _on_, let's just do this."

"Fine, _fine_." The male twin rolled his eyes and released a loud, exaggerated groan. "Just stop complaining!"

Good! She relaxed her muscles, limbering up for the next stress test. After allowing her shoulders to fall back into place, she reached into the front pocket of her pants. Her fingers traced along the rock-hard ginger candies she always carried on hand and picked the biggest one in the bunch. She removed her hand from her pocket and proceeded to pop the medium-sized candy into her mouth.

_Just a bit of insurance! _

That finished and done, Hea moved on to see both male and female riders already seated in their designated spots. Well, they didn't just instantly take off while she was distracted, that was a good note. Thank Thor for small miracles. Seeing that the male twin was closest in distance, she approached him, standing just behind him with her leg ready to move around Belch's neck.

"You not gonna puke everywhere, right?" He looked back at her with an utter look of disgust.

"Hey, that _almost_ happened _one time_, geez." The older female rolled her large brown eyes, seizing the moment take her place behind him.

"Why do you hafta sit over here anyway?" He shifted in his seat, throwing a mean stare her way.

"You were the closest to me," She crossed her arms over her bust. "I didn't _feel_ like walking all the way around to get to your sister. But next time I'll make sure to put in the extra effort, creep."

He turned forward again but not before releasing a huff.

"We'll be back," Hea removed her right arm from her chest and gave a single wave to her sister. "It won't be too long!"

"Careful!" Rye called back, sending her the same signal. "Don't look down!"

"I won't, don't-"

Before she could finish speaking, the ground beneath her vanished and a sudden gust of pressure pressing down on her head and shoulders made her release a scream. Did they _not care_ that she wasn't ready yet?! Hell, she hadn't even taken the second to wrap her arms around her partner's torso! The force of their bodies flying through the sky made her eyes shut and ears throb while the wind whooshing past her face created a sort of high pitched whistle. Within the instant of hitting the sky, her arms shot out and clenched to Tuffnut's trunk. She pulled the younger male against her as tight as possible; if she happened to fall off because of this little stunt then _he_ was coming with her!

As her initial scream came to a gradual stop, the sound of both teens _laughing_ made her cheeks swell. Oh so this was some kind of joke, was it? Huh, very funny. Vikings and their shitty sense of humor.

"Get a grip, Hea!" The sound of Ruffnut shouting over the wind made her brow line twitch.

The pressure of shooting into the sky like a cannon soon subsided, meaning that the elevation had most likely stopped. So this was as high as they were gonna go? The trembling girl took a moment to inhale through her lips before prying open her left eye. Wispy, misty clouds appeared to her first, relaxing her and prompting her to open her right eyelid. Just how high were they? Hiccup and Toothless _never_ went up high enough to be at even level with _clouds_.

"Ease up on the organs, Hea! You're killing me!" Tuff leaned back in the slightest manner, almost like he was trying to breathe or something.

Ugh, the urge to squeeze even tighter almost made her fingertips tingle. Resisting her craving, she relieved the tension in her arms, allowing them to fall loose at his side. Damn having to be the older, wiser and well-behaved older teenager! Heaven forbid if word ever reached Stoick that she was torturing anyone; she'd get a daylong lecture that'd make her ears bleed.

"Ow, now my spleen is gonna hurt for the next week." Geez, he even bellyached like a younger sibling.

"You don't even know what a spleen is." She rolled her eyes.

Just after her remark left her lips, a gust of chilly air blew past them. Her hair ruffled in the wind, flowing beneath her chin, under her ears and ran over the sensitive skin on her neck. So wind up high really was cold! It wasn't like the same kind of cold she found in snow or water but more like sharp needles pressing against every inch of exposed skin. Her skin raised and quivered almost as if someone was running the tips of their nails against the back of her neck. It was almost invigorating, energizing, electrifying! Something she could defiantly get _used to_.

"Whoa," She whispered to herself.

And the view! Who knew that the sky could carry so many shades of blue, baby blue, white and gray! It was almost like a painting, one of the paintings that Bucket worked so hard to complete during his off time. How could something so amazing and beautiful only exist in the sky? Before Hiccup tried everyone to ride dragons, no one had ever had this kind of view before. To imagine how much wonder they had all been missing out on. Why had she waited this long to see this? Had she known how peaceful and gorgeous it was up beyond the clouds, maybe her fear of heights would have been easier to deal with. Knowing she'd get a view like this, it was worth risking getting sick.

Hea pressed her against the young man in front of her, getting a better view of the world around her. Just how far did the ocean stretch?! Sure, she'd sailed the great blue before but just seeing from this angle made the world seem endless.

"Do you mind not pressing against me!" Tuff turned to her, still looking pretty disgruntled and uncomfortable. "I can feel your chesthams on my back!"

Chesthams?! He wasn't talking about her _boobs_ was he?! What the hell!? She couldn't help that!

"Hahaha," Ruff's classic giggle-snort made her flinch. "You said _chesthams_."

"What are you, three?!" Hea barked in reply, backing off him. "Grow up!"

"It's gross!"

"UGH!" Her hand came up to her face. "Next time I'm sitting with Ruff for sure."

As the third partier moved her fingers down the side of her face, her eyes happened to glance down. A quick flash of more white and blue made her jerk and give her noggin a quick shake. What the heck? She wasn't going to start to feel dizzy now, was she?

The sound of Ruffnut's continuous laughter brought the older woman back to semi-reality. Trying to refocus her attention on the problem at hand instead of potential airsickness, Hea shot a frown in the blonde's direction. "Hey, you aren't too far from growing your own! Laugh while you can."

The snickers came to an abrupt halt and her smile flipped in a blink. "Not if I can help it."

"Whatever," Hea resisted the urge to roll her eyes, why induce the chance of further dizziness? "We're supposed to be scanning the village anyway. Let's get to work."

"Yeah, yeah." Tuffnut snorted, no doubt taking full advantage of the fact that he could actually roll his eyes without feeling ill. "Come on Belch, go."

"Barf, follow!" Ruffnut shouted seconds later.

The ease of 'treading air' ended in an instant as the large dragon did a nosedive through the thin air. Instead of screaming this time around, Hea released a gasp and returned her vice grip to the male in front of her. The dive ended just as quickly as it started and the reptile shifted to the left.

"Alright, go ahead and get your look."

Ugh, they wanted her to look down?! What was wrong with _their_ eyes?! Didn't they hear Rye when she told her 'not to look down' just before takeoff? Now this was just mockery! Did they want her to get sick or something? No doubt if she did puke her stomach inside out, they'd never let her live it down.

"There are _three_ of us, we can all look!" She yelped, eyes still shut tight.

"Hey, we're just the guys with the dragon." Ruff shouted several feet away. "You wanted to come so bad, you do the looking, it was your idea!"

"Fine!" She couldn't let them get the better of her, she could this. Totally.

Swallowing all the excess spit that had gathered on her tongue in the last few moments, Hea allowed her eyes to flutter open. More sky, more clouds, nothing too bad. She inhaled through her nose, and wetted her lips which had gone dry during the trip.

Before she could even look down this time around, the feeling of her head nearly floating off her shoulders returned twice fold. A verbal 'whoa', left her before she could process holding it back. No way, this couldn't be happening now. She had the ginger candy under her tongue, why wasn't it working?! Ugh, it wasn't the fact that she was stressed out enough between the troubles with Hiccup, riding a new dragon _and_ being teased by the terrible twosome, was it?

A sudden burp that tasted way too much like lunch slipped between her lips, forcing her to slap her hand around her mouth. Gah, it was happening so fast this time around! And while sweat began to build and drip off her chin, a sudden chill ripped through her body making her wither in her seat.

No, she could fight this back. It didn't have to end like this! If she just shut her eyes and relaxed everything would be fine again, right? After swallowing a second round of acid that threatened to come up her throat, the distressed girl closed her eyes once again and pushed her forehead against the back of her riding partner. He flinched upon contact but at this point she couldn't care less.

He hollered something back at her but instead of listening or responding she took another deep breath. Ugh, why wasn't this working?! More and more spit gathered in her mouth and her stomach continued to flip, twist and turn. When the second unexpected or predicted burp hit her hand-covered mouth, the dizziness made her world spin even she tried to hide behind the darkness of her eyelids. How could she be dizzy if there wasn't anything to be seen?! That didn't make any _sense_.

And…why was the whole world growing even _darker_? How does black become even _blacker_?! It was almost like she was gonna fain-

Act End.
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A high-pitched whimper at her side made her flinch. What? She felt her brows come together at the center of her forehead as she pulled in her bottom lip. Where? Hea forced open her eyelids, meeting the blurry world of her own bedroom. She was in her bed? What the heck? What _happened_ and why was her head pounding beyond belief? Sure, she'd heard from Rye what a hangover felt like but this couldn't be anything like _that_ could it? She hadn't been drinking! Shit, she _never_ drank! She wouldn't risk puking like that-

Wait.

"_Hey, I got an idea. Let's pass the time and take turns flying above the island. That way we get a good look around the place; see if there's any mysterious, sinister forces approaching the village."_

"_You not gonna puke everywhere, right?"_

Great, fuckin' wonderful.

So did that mean she actually _passed out_? Sure, it wasn't unusual for her to faint under harsh circumstances but to pass out _midair?!_ How to the hell did she come down in one piece? Ugh, that didn't mean that Tuffnut saved her, did it? That was the last thing she needed was to be thankful to that jerk.

A second familiar whine snapped the young woman out of memory and into reality. Glancing over the side of her comfortable bed, she saw her four-legged daughter sitting on the hardwood floor. The ball of fluff wore a look of utter confusion and worry, with her ears flat against her head and muzzle tucked into her furry mane.

"Hey Bug." Hea managed to send a smile to the canine below. "How long have you been down there? The whole time?"

Bug pushed off the floor and placed her two front paws on the bed's side. She then released a whine before yelping in a rather _high_ pitch. The cook flinched the moment her eardrums vibrated, forcing her hands to the sides of her head. Ugh.

"Okay, okay. That's enough." Still recovering from the verbal assault on her hearing, she reached down to the pup and patted her head.

What the hell even convinced her to take to the air anyway? Things were still pretty fuzzy, memory-wise. There were clouds, wind, Tuffnut's complaining and then darkness. Almost like someone just blew out a candle, her memory ended in a single snap! Gah, it was just gonna take a few minutes or even hours to recall what happened, but it'd come back. It always did.

Hea tore her quilt off her tired, aching body to see that she was almost completely undressed. While her skin tight long-sleeved shirt and undergarments were still in tacked, her baggy over shirt, pants and boots had been removed. What the? So did that mean that she _did_ puke all over the place and had to be taken out of her filthy clothes? Shit.

She needed to get back into proper dress. There _was_ something important to do, wasn't there? After all, she wouldn't just jump on B&B's back for nothing. There was a meeting before hand, right? Huh.

_What…was it about again?_

"_Are you _serious_? And you couldn't have _told_ us any earlier than today?!"_

Yeah, yeah there was that but _what_ _was it?_

"_You mean Dagur's coming_ here_?"_

OH SHIT! That's right, Dagur was coming! _Today_! What the heck was she sitting in bed for? She had to get to the meeting and make sure everyone came back from the dock in one piece! Forget whether she puked…everywhere…in front of her peers. Ugh! Never mind!

Hea swung her legs over the bed, her dog moving aside in the process, and jumped out of her cot. Her bare feet hit the freezing wooden floor and instead of hesitating or shuddering, she proceeded to move forward. But when the feeling of the ground beneath her suddenly disappeared and a sharp unexpected pain in both knees appeared, she groaned. Really? She fell down? What the hell was wrong with her?!

With her chin 'rested' on the floor her eyes remained shut until a bird-like chirp made her brow twitch. She opened one eye at a time, the image of Phobos coming into clear view. The 'Smallish dragon' stood nearly nose to nose with her, examining her with a set of wide eyes. Had she come running once the loud thud of her lifeless body hit the hard ground? Figures, no doubt the bang echoed through the tiny home like a bell.

Seeing no reaction change in the Terror who instead just stood there watching with a _dead stare_, Hea inhaled via her nose and blew a round of air to the tiny reptile two inches away from her face. Once the warm wind hit Phobos' face she released a string of squeaks, turned tail and scurried away like some kind of salamander. Yeah, that was real helpful. Dumb animal.

"Hea? Was that you?"

"Yes." She groaned from her spot on the floor.

The sound of Rye making her way to the backroom let the younger sister release a sigh of relief. At least someone was home to fill her in on what was happening. Just as the four-eyed nurse rounded the corner, Bug appeared at her side, panting and tail wagging. Huh, someone was in a good mood.

"Hea!" The moment their eyes locked, the long-haired female rushed in and took hold of her limp arms. "What happened?! Are you alright?"

"Yeah, I just feel kinda weak. Got outta bed too fast, I guess." She grunted as Rye helped her to take a seat back on the bed behind them. "What's going on? I remember Dagur's coming, something about flying with the twins and…then poof! Gone."

"Ah, yeah." The stable sibling sat down as well. "That's pretty much what's been going on. I should have known ahead of time that when those two launched off the ground like that with you, you would get dizzy. I'm sorry."

"What?" Hea brought her right hand to her forehead.

"Yup," She nodded almost as if she were ashamed. "They bolted off the ground and into the air like some kind of arrow. With your low blood pressure _and_ air sickness, I should have expected this."

"Forget it, it's done now."

"No!" She protested, back straightening out. "They're gonna get it when I have a chance to speak to them _and _Stoick alone! They know better than that! Thank _Thor_ they had the decency to bring you back in one piece."

"Yeah," Hea slumped forward, her elbows hitting her knees. "How'd they pull that off anyway?"

Rye's eyes moved away from her just as her tiny dragon partner clawed up the bedpost took position on her shoulder. "Well, by the time I saw you guys, Tuff was holding your arms around his waist, so probably that way. They did seem a bit more careful coming down though, maybe because you were _unconscious_."

"Ah well." Hea shrugged. "Anyway, what's going on? Is Dagur gone yet?"

Her sister flinched and turned her way again. "Oh no, he's _here_."

"What?!"

"Oooooh yeah." She nodded.

"I thought Hiccup and Stoick wanted to _get rid of him_." Hea leaned in to her kin. "Then what are we waiting for? Let's get to them before something bad happens!"

"Whoa," Rye's two hands shot up. "Relax. Everything's cool right now. Last I checked, they were talking everything out, nothing bad has happened _yet_." She dropped her palms and narrowed her eyes. "I know what you're thinkin' but no, you're too shaky right now."

"I'm going." Hea's lip gave an instant pout. "Whether you help or not. I have to see this for myself."

"And what good are you gonna be if you pass out again? If something bad _does_ happen, heaven forbid, then getting you out of there is gonna be hard."

"I. Am. Going."

"Ugh." Rye's head moved from side to side while her delicate brown eyes rolled. She then pushed herself off the bed and took a few steps across the bedroom. "Fine, whatever. All I need is you falling all over the place and breaking something."

"Good!"

"At least get dressed." Rye turned and crossed her arms over her bust.

Oh yeah. Before attempting to stand, she reached to the floor, gathering the pants that had been removed for whichever reason or another. "So I guess I did throw up?" She asked, fitting her right leg through her pants.

"Oh? No." A smile appeared on her sister's face. "When I got you to your bed, I wanted you to be as comfortable as possible so I undressed ya."

"Thank goodness." Hea released a sigh as her left leg moved through the semi-tight fabric. "That means the record still holds."

"Yep."

"Oh and that ginger candy?" The sheep herder asked, making her way to feet in the slowest and most careful way possible. "I didn't like…choke on it or anything right?"

"Nah, it was still under your tongue, I fished it out."

"Gross."

She made sure to snap the buckle on her belt shut before dusting off her pants and slip into her house shoes. They weren't her boots but hey, she wasn't gonna waste time right now! With her head swimming just _slightly_, she approached Rye and shot her a grin. Once again the older female smirked and gave a playful roll of the eyes before releasing her arms from her chest. Rye then moved her left arm through hers and walked with her to the open front door.

With Bug right behind them, they walked outside. For a moment the bright light from the sun made her flinch and the world spin but a quick squint of the eyes and she recovered. At least for the time being. And if her legs began to give out again then Rye was right there to keep her intact. Things were gonna be just fine!

"So, what has he said?" Hea leaned into Rye, whispering in her ear.

"Nothing threatening yet. He wanted to check the village, take a real tour of Berk with the dragons around before having the sit down."

"That's a good thing, right?"

"Yeah but it's still really weird." The nurse grimaced. "He's being really optimistic and polite. Well, as polite as a Berserker can be I guess. But the strangest thing? He came _without_ his armada. He had a few soldiers of course, but nothing like the last time he was here. Something's up."

"Hm."

Okay this was so obviously a trap that it couldn't possibly be a trap, right? Ugh, no one, not even a Viking from the Berserker tribe, could be that _stupid_. No one. If this _was_ a 'well planned strategy' on his part then he had to be the most ignorant, senseless, mad man in the entire world! Couldn't he see, assuming it was trick that even someone like _Snotlout_ could see right through him? He had to be being honest.

As the two sisters came to the center of the village, the sound of a very familiar deep and semi-crazed laugh made them both freeze. Oh geez that was him wasn't it? He did sound rather…calm, as calm as someone with the tagline 'the deranged' could get anyway. And as long as there were no battle cries, screams or alarms then everything was going okay. Insane laughter was prefect at this point, just as long as no one was pulling each other apart.

Still frozen with fear and anxiety, they both waited until a crowd of people came into view. The laughter, both crazed and awkward came to a still as both groups noticed one another. Among the many in the cluster of Vikings were the ones she cared most for, the riders, Stoick and Gobber. Oh and the delightful addition of Spitelout but in the middle was a face that she hadn't seen in a good four or five years.

He appeared almost the same of course he'd grown taller…bigger…and more vicious-looking but there wasn't any shred of doubt that this was Oswald's boy. Dagur the Deranged. His eyes landed on Rye first but then shifted in an instant to her. Her heart nearly fell into her stomach as she stood there, no doubt paler than usual. What the hell? Why was he staring at her like she was some kind of stranger! He knew her, she knew him! It wasn't like her face had sustained some kind of damage from the horrid ride with the twins earlier that day.

"Rye." Stoick spoke first, grabbing the majority of eyes in the area.

"Oh man, you're up already?" Ruffnut's comment from the background made both siblings shrink.

"We thought you died." Her brother added without _any_ hesitation.

_Why is it always death with them?!_

"Sir?" Rye looked to the village leader pathetic smile.

Stoick stood strong, straight and confident, "What is He-"

"And who is this?"

The area stilled. At the sound of his voice it was as if the world itself had stopped spinning. It was at this point that Hea's eyes wandered for just a brief moment, taking note of the rider's dragons standing by. Where they waiting for something bad to happen? To protect everyone? Toothless in particular stiffened and lowered his head as Dagur stepped out from the Vikings and made his way _toward_ her and her sister.

Oh no, he wasn't talking to _them_ was he?!

"This?" Rye's hands tightened around her right shoulder. "You know Hea!" She said as a string of very nervous chuckles hit the chilly air.

"Hea?" He leaned into to her, eyes glued to her face. "Is that you?!"

"Uh…" Her eyes darted right, left and right again. "Yeah, it's me. Hello Dagur."

"It is Hea!" Before she could even process what was happening, he had made his way to her side. "Look at you!" He spoke in a tone too loud and way too excited given the circumstances. He then moved both of his arms toward her, gesturing from her head to her feet. "You're all grown up!"

Oh god, he wasn't going to do that 'look how big you are now' thing was he? Or was he _already_ technically doing that now? "Uh-huh." Hea responded, keeping her arms close to her sides.

"You weren't here last time I visited! I heard you were on some great adventure." He said still smiling like he was legitimately interested or something. "How long has it been since I last saw you then?" He asked in the most phony way possible, his hands now attached to his hips.

"Uh, like four or five years…I think. I was twelve or thirteen." She answered. "It hasn't _really_ been that long; I mean you really didn't recognize me?"

"Ah, has it been that long?" He asked regardless of the question she asked beforehand.

He glanced away from everyone within range and looked to the sky as if he were reminiscing. After a moment or two of more awkward silence, he took in a rather _loud_ inhale. The sound of him taking in the large breath made the females closest to him stiffen and sway _away_ from him. He released the air in his lungs with a sigh and before anyone could speak, he released a band of _earsplitting, booming_ laughs that made _everyone_ cringe. What the? Did anyone say anything that was supposed to be funny? Or maybe a random thought caught his mental eye?

"Ah I remember now." Instead of taking her hint of slowly moving away from him, he reached out to her and grabbed her free left shoulder. "The last time I saw you, you had sent little _Hiccup_ here out on that fake snipe hunt." He then jerked his chin in said boy's direction.

For a second, Hea moved her eyes to her crush only to see him physically growing smaller.

"Oh we had some good laughs, didn't we?" Dagur's loud voice caught her eye once again. "The kid was literally gone for _hours_, remember? Stoick," He stopped and looked to the chief. "How many _hours_ were the troops looking for your lost _chick_?"

Without a trace of a smile, chuckle or any kind emotion, Stoick shot a glare at their guest. "Five hours. After dark."

"Can you _believe_," He squeezed her shoulder almost as if to get her attention. "That someone as smart as _Hiccup_ could fall for a prank like that? Not even his _cousin_ would fall for something as childish as that! You had him wrapped around your little finger. I respect that."

Oh fuck. Hea's bottom lip pulled inward to where she could bite down with her front teeth. Her eyes darted from Dagur, who was way too pleased with brining this back up, to Snot and his father who looked more than insulted down to the tiniest of the bunch.

"Yeeeeeah," Hiccup cleared his throat. "We can stop talking about that now."

He wasn't going to suddenly turn to her and say something stupid and even more embarrassing like, 'laugh with me', was he?

"Try not to be so sensitive, Hiccup." The pressure on her left shoulder subsided _a bit_. "It's all in good, fair, equal _fun_."

"Yeah sure." The trainer grunted.

"Anyway!" He announced with the voice of true village/tribe leader. "You were quite the scamp back then," He returned his focus to her, finally removing his hand from her body. "Comedic genius!"

"You know me," Hea lifted her throbbing left arm and moved it out in front of her chest. "I'm just…hysterical like that."

_Thanks for reminding everyone of that. Pretty sure my sins were forgiven up until just now._ _Just when Stoick was starting to tolerate me too…_

"So!" He walked away from her and Rye and brought his two hands together in a clap. "I have the treaty ready for signing, let's just discuss the matter of the sla-" He paused, coughed and continued, "I mean the _domestic worker_ I'm here for. The sooner, the better!"

_Oh god, was he gonna say 'slave'?!_

"Whoa," Stoick took a step toward the Berserker leader. "We haven't agreed on anything yet, Dagur. We need to sit down and talk about this before anything happens."

The young male's shoulders pulled backward and his face grew solid and still. "Fine, we can discuss it. But I do want to work this out as quietly as possible. You know my father would be rolling in his watery _grave_ if he thought you were going to _decline_ my offer of peace."

"I understand what your father would have wanted more than anyone," Stoick's dark eyes narrowed. "But we still-"

"You _do_ want peace." Dagur's arms crossed over his broad chest. "Don't you?"

Silence.

"Because I would both love _and_ hate to destroy all the dragons you care so much for." A cocky smirk spread over his face, even if his tone was dark. "Isn't it trust enough that I came to you, _your _island without my _armada_, on my own time and _suggestion_ with the treaty ready and waiting to sign?"

After a few more seconds of silence, Stoick inhaled through his nose and with his fists clenched at his sides looked straight into the eyes of the demon. "Let's make a deal."

Yeah…this wasn't turning out the way anyone had planned, had it?

Act End.


	31. Act Thirty One

La Coordination
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The doors to Mead Hall shut with a dreadful thud. Sure, he'd been through many situations where he was more than uncomfortable, agitated and worried but this had to be one of the worst. Although this did _not_ compare to the first time Dagur showed up on Berk; the time when he thought Oswald the Agreeable was still alive and willing to keep the peace between the tribes without any kind of argument. _That_ was terrible. Back then there was a chance that things could turn sour at any moment but this time around there was a chance for peace. Of course it was a very slim chance but it was something. He had to make the best of this, no matter what.

Stoick the Vast allowed his guest to take a seat first, of course at the far end of the table in question while he, Gobber and Spitelout sat side by side. They were going to discuss this like men and if there was any kind of trouble, then they would settle it like warriors. No tricks or traps on their end, this was going to remain civil.

"So how are we going to 'talk' about this or what?" Dagur groaned, throwing himself into his seat almost like some sort of spoiled child.

"Yes," Stoick nodded, placing his arms on the table. "We need to know what you want from us and what we can expect from you. I won't tolerate you setting us up and taking us for fools. Understand?"

"Yeah, yeah." The younger male's hand flew into the air and waved back and forth. "Let's get this done; I have a village to run. I thought I made it clear that I need a domestic worker, is that so much to ask for?"

"Yeah, about that." Gobber spoke from his left. "Domestic worker can mean number of things; wanna clarify exactly what you need?"

"UGH." Dagur tipped himself backward in his wooden seat. "You know, one of those workers. The type that cook? We need one of those cooking slaves." His eyes darted away the older trio while his hand whirled in the air once or twice.

"What?" Spitelout's lip lifted. "What happened to your last village chef?"

"Well," The redheaded young man brought his arms to his chest and crossed them. "After my father's unfortunate, untimely, and unexpected passing, some of my workers caught a bad case of cowardice. The fled like mice and all because they thought I was 'too aggressive', 'too unagreeable' or 'too unpredictable'." He continued one, briefly allowing his shoulders to rise and fall. "So a few of my guards have been preparing our meals and it isn't going as planned."

"Oh?" Stoick's brow lifted.

"What's wrong with that? It sounds like you already have a replacement." Spitelout narrowed his eyes, no doubt ready to pounce with his sword ready.

"Are you kidding me?!" Dagur spat, voice growing loud enough to make the room vibrate. "Those idiots can't cook! They have no idea how to prepare meat! Half the village has parasites as it is!"

"Oh," Gobber's eyebrows touched the top of his forehead. "That _is_ a problem. Dreadful things, worms."

Stoick leaned into the table, stare not giving in for anything. "So you want one of our chefs? What makes you think we'll just hand over one of our own? We can't trust you."

"Now why would I come _all the way _down here if I was just gonna kill off one of your pathetic chefs? I've already wasted a lot of time and energy getting down here!" He responded, child-like pout getting the better of him.

"Now, you wouldn't have wasted _anything_ had you sent us a message ahead of time." The chief struck back.

"And how could I be sure that you wouldn't have just _ignored_ my request? Coming down here shows you I mean business." Dagur pushed his chair forward once again to where all four legs were placed on the ground. "BUT, that's beside the point. I'm here now. Just give me what I want and this treaty will be signed."

"Just because we sign a treaty doesn't guarantee me that you and your tribe will behave." The largest redhead in the hall gripped his fists. "How can we be sure that you won't ambush us in the meantime?"

The younger man's chin tipped downward, causing the light from the room to cast a dark shadow over his sharp features. "You're just gonna hafta trust me."

"No," Spitelout's right open palm hit the wooden surface. "We won't risk that!"

The deranged Viking removed his arms from his chest and shrugged his massive shoulders. "Fine, we can play it this way too. If you _don't_ agree to my offer then when I get home I can prepare for my assault and you can expect my armada next month."

The leader felt his heart cease to beat, even if it was just for a moment. Sweat began to gather in his clenched hands while his teeth grinded together in his mouth. This was not what he wanted, if there was a chance they could settle this without any kind of violence, then that was the way it was going to go, even if that meant someone had to leave with Dagur.

"We won't be terrorized by you!" Spitelout leapt from his seat, pointing his index finger in visitor's direction. "You can't force us to sign what you want just because you threaten us!"

A single dark brow lifted on the Berserker's face. Almost like he needed time to digest what his right-hand man had just said, he waited a moment or two before sitting upright in his seat and pounding his left fist on the table beneath them. "And what makes you think we aren't feeling threatened by you! You all have those disgusting creatures listening to your every word! I can't trust _you_ either!"

"Are you suggesting we would launch an attack on your village without a good reason?" Stoick felt his cheek twitch.

"So what if I am?" Dagur's arms returned to their crossed position over his chest. "Fact is, if I'm gonna trust you, you're gonna hafta trust me."

"Well, before _any_ of _that_ has to happen," Gobber's light tone caught the room's attention. "Let's talk about this cooking slave of yours. What are you looking for?"

Another exaggerated sigh left the youngster's lips, eyes rolling along the way. "Anyone with the sense to cook a meal without killing the village."

The sound of Spitelout taking his seat once again made Stoick exhale. Thank Odin for Gobber and his way of turning around a situation. But even with things cooled down for the moment being, there was still the matter at hand to deal with. He needed someone, someone to _cook_ for him and the Berserkers. A person with enough free time _and_ experience to do so…

"_Funny seeing the minute I get back, with all my new skills, I have to go right back to_ sheep herding_._"

Hea. But could he really do that? She had a sister here, friends here and _Hiccup_. How could he ship her off when she had just made so much progress to _stay_ on Berk? She'd worked so hard with Hiccup and just to throw it all away? But could it really be considered 'thrown away' if she was in turn helping the whole community by keeping both the villagers _and_ dragons safe?

"We have a person."

Both he and Gobber flinched hard. They then both turned, only to see Spitelout with a look of sternness they'd only seen in him in times of war. He couldn't be thinking the same thing, could he?

"Good!" Dagur's tone lifted, a smirk returning to his lips. "Let's get him all packed up and ship out!"

"No," Gobber leaned forward, looking past him at toward the darker haired male. "We can't just ship _you-know-who_ out!"

"Do _you_ have any other suggestions?" The man at his right repeated the blond's actions and moved into the table. "We can seriously send out anyone else. Ingerman's already busy as it is cooking and feeding _us_. We can get a new sheep herder; no one else knows how to cook!"

"Stoick," Gobber moved his attention away from the third wheel. "We can't in all good faith do this. There's gotta be another way."

"Are we done here ladies?" Dagur's voice caught the leader's eye. "I have things to do." He noted with his hands now free from his chest and fingers tapping on the table.

"What else do you want us to do?!" Spitelout snapped, clearly ignoring the guest at their table.

What _were_ they supposed to do? This was a single sacrifice, one that would benefit everyone. If the situation was explained to the girl then she would understand, wouldn't she? She would agree, he knew that much. It also didn't help that she was desperate to cook and disliked dragons anyhow. Maybe this was for the better, for _her_ and the village.

"We do have a cook." Stoick's eyes flickered across the table.

"_Stoick_."

Regardless of his best friend's pleas at his left, the chief held strong, refusing to look his way. "But she's inexperienced. I'm not sure how well she can actually cook; it might not be to your liking."

"She?" Dagur stiffened. "Who?"

"Hea." Spitelout jumped in. "She's been training for years now but she's never been 'field tested'."

"_Hea_?" The younger man repeated. "You mean the girl? You can't be serious. _And_ she hasn't been 'tested'? How do I know if she can handle this job? She's going to be feeding my armada! I need someone who knows what they're doing!"

"That's all we have." Spitelout added. "It'll do."

"She'd better."

"This goes without mentioning that she might not _want_ to go with you." Gobber hissed, eyes still on him and Spitelout but comment directed to Dagur.

"Ah, that doesn't matter. Just give the word and she'll be on the ship in no time." The young adult threw his hand forward almost as if he were talking about a piece of livestock.

"_Well_, that's the problem." The blacksmith countered. "See, she's not really a Viking per se, more like a guest…a guest who isn't going home anytime soon. So we can't just order her around."

"Sure you can." The visitor sat up from his seat, laughing along the way.

"We _would_ need her permission." Stoick's eyes followed the male as he stood.

"And what are _you_ going to do if she declines?"

"She won't." Spitelout answered.

"Do you really expect me to take a gamble on this girl when I can't be sure if she can actually cook?" Dagur's voice began to grow loud once again. "On _top _of the fact that she can reject my offer!"

Obviously feeling fed up with the arguing, Spitelout extended his arms out, "What do you want some kind of _trial run_ with her?"

As the last words of the question hit the Berserker's ear, he fell silent. The look of frustration on his features faded away almost as in an instant while his limbs fell limp. Had he taken that last statement as an insult? Maybe sarcasm was the very last thing he needed before snapping?

"That's it!"

Almost as in the blink of an eye, his expression flipped. From anger to surprise and finally to _excitement_. Dagur's frown turned right side up into a near menacing grin while he clenched his fists at chest-level.

"That's what we'll do!" He announced as he walked around the table, coming closer to the trio. "I will stay here a number of weeks until it can be proven to me that she can cook to my standards!"

"What?" The three spoke at once.

"Yes!" His voice took on a near high-pitched tone. "This way she can grow used to cooking for me _and_ I'll know exactly what I'm getting! What a perfect plan! You have to agree with that!"

After taking a moment to close his hanging jaw, Stoick narrowed his field of vision at the crazed teen in front of him. "And what if she still declines?"

"In _his_ opinion," Dagur gestured toward the man at his right. "She won't."

"But if she does?"

"Ugh!" The redhead's arms lifted. "If she says no, I take your current chef in charge." Dagur's left arm dropped while he used his right to point his index finger at him. "He's a part of your tribe, right? Then he should have no excuse to decline when it's an order from _you_."

Gobber allowed his elbow hit the table and his cheek fell into his open palm. "This is a bad idea."

"You do this for me and I'll sign that treaty."

"We'll talk to her." No matter how his gut was twisting inside, Stoick stood from his chair and looked to his fellow chief with his hand extended. "We _will_ work something out. Today."

Act End.

* * *
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Whew! The definition of the word 'awkward' now held a completely different meaning. Okay it was official if there was _one moment_ in life that needed to be taken back and erased it was _that_ one. It wasn't helping matters that she was still woozy as hell. At least that was over with; no doubt Stoick would work his magic and get Dagur out of Berk in no time flat! It was just a matter of time!

Rye helped her to her seat on the steps just outside the hall. The moment her backside hit the stone stair, Hea felt herself relax. This was way better than standing up! After becoming comfortable, Bug plopped her chin down on her lap. Aw, was she stressed too?

"Hea," Astrid was first to rush to her side, lowering her torso to her level. "Are you okay? Rye told us you weren't coming out after what happened."

"Nah," The herder backed away just for a second as her cheeks swelled. "I'm good! I wouldn't miss something like this." She proceeded to chuckle as her right hand extend out and landed between her dog's ears.

"You sure you're not feeling sick?" Hiccup arrived at the blonde female's side. "We can't have you out of commission now."

Her bottom lip poked out. "Right. No harm done."

"You shoulda seen the way you looked when you came down!" Snotlout said, wearing a rather inappropriate grin. "You were all limp and gray! Did you die up there?!"

"What do _you _think?"

"What were you doing riding Belch and Barf?" Fishlegs stepped forward.

Ah, wonderful time to explain her theory and make an even bigger fool of herself. "Well, I thought that since you guys were at the dock that we could survey the area for anything strange, you know?" Hea laughed just under her breath, while moving her free hand to her forehead. "Kinda backfired on me."

"Yeah," Ruffnut added from the back. "You're right about that!" 

"Great idea, you almost got us killed up there!" Tuff shot a round of hot air out of his nostrils. "You coulda got us in a ton of trouble!"

A low toned growl from behind her made the sheep herder flinch. She glanced over her shoulder to see Rye with both of her hands clenched at her chest. Her dark brows had fallen over her eyes and her cheeks turned a bright shade of red. Oh geez, she wasn't mad was she?

"You two!" Before anyone could move, the older sister blasted her way toward the twins, fists ready for what seemed to be _anything_. "When all of this is over, I'm going to rip your heads off! You are in such deep shit right now! And that's just when _I_ get through with you, wait until I talk to Stoick!"

"Ey!" The two jumped side by side. "We're just the guys with the dragon, remember?!" Ruffnut was first of the duo to flash her palms outward in defense. "It's not _our_ fault, it was _her _idea!"

"Not in the face!" Tuffnut ducked.

"But you're the ones who shot into the sky like a couple of explosives! You _know_ she gets sick!"

Fishlegs made a quick and mad dash for the oldest female and stood in her way. He reached out to the brunette and placed his hands on her shoulders, stopping her mid-step. "Whoa!"

"Come on Rye," Snotlout came in second, standing just beyond the larger blond guard. "It's not a big deal."

"They almost KILLED my sister!" Rye shouted, taking a moment to push Fishlegs' hands off her shoulders. "It IS a big deal!"

Ugh, while this was absolutely necessary, because the two deserved every swear word and threat possible, her head was throbbing way too much for this right now. Hea lifted her head, her eyes locking with her sister's. "Rye, I'm fine, just got a headache. Tear them apart later when my head isn't splitting."

Fishlegs turned to her with a look of utter horror. "Don't say that!"

She pouted, "Why not? They deserve it." Especially after all the comments about her 'chesthams'.

"Come on," Astrid straightened out her back once again, turning to her peers. "We have other things we need to worry about right now."

"Agreed." Hiccup added. "The fate of Tuffnut and Ruffnut's severed heads will have to be resolved some other time."

Snotlout made a clear effort to groan loud enough to turn eyes his way. "What's to worry about?"

"Uh, maybe the fact that Dagur is here and he just might kill our dragons again." The group's matriarch moved her right hand to her hip. "He's already threatened us; we have to think of a plan to defend ourselves."

"Why? My dad, Stoick and Gobber are talking to Dagur right now, they'll fix everything! There's no point in planning anything. Instead, let's think of something _fun_ to do."

"No, Astrid's right." The original dragon trainer stood by the strong blonde female. "We need to expect the worst, especially from Dagur. He's never given us a reason to trust him, so need a backup plan."

"You guys are paranoid!" The shortest member of the group rolled his eyes.

"Is it even that big of a deal to strategize a defense, say if he does go crazy and sets the village on fire?" Astrid hissed, her voice becoming a tad louder and harsher.

Wow, this conversation shifted pretty fast. What the heck? She _hated_ to agree with Snot but things didn't seem _too _bad at the moment, why were they so worried? If anything Dagur was just socially unacceptable, he didn't seem dangerous. But if half of the stories and firsthand accounts she'd heard from Rye and Gobber about his last visit, then they should be apprehensive. Hm, maybe having a trump card in place wasn't such a bad thing anyway.

Hea looked back, watching as her older sister took a seat on the second step above her. Rye placed her left elbow on her respective knee and dropped her cheek into her open hand. Was she tired or just stressed out in general? Probably stressed seeing as everything was moving around so fast. Dropping the bomb of Dagur's visit on her at the last second had her heart racing no doubt. Poor thing.

"We have no idea if this 'meeting' is just a distraction from a real attack." Astrid continued on, her tone returning to its normal smooth depth. "We have to be on guard."

"If he came here with the idea of making a peace treaty, I think he might be being honest." Hea spoke from her spot on the stairs. "We should give him a chance."

"Yeah, you only say that because you weren't _here_ the last time he was here." Tuffnut grunted.

"He made it pretty clear he was coming after Toothless." A frown deep set on Hiccup's face. "When he found out we had been lying he snapped pretty much. I wouldn't doubt if this didn't end well."

What was _that_ supposed to mean?! "Hey!" She snapped back, angry tone grabbing all eyes and ears. "I'd be mad too if you were lying to me! In fact, I _was_ mad when I got home and saw all _this_." Hea gestured, moving her arm out in the direction of the dragons. "It's hard. It's really hard to come home and have _everything_ you ever known and believed in flip upside down. One day dragons are evil, terrible monsters and the next…" Her head dropped. "It's all different."

Silence. What were they thinking? Were they mad? Surprised maybe. But it was all true, at least for her it was at one point. Sure, things were much different now than they were one year ago but that didn't mean her past feelings _vanished_. Changed yeah, but they were still there.

"You guys gave dragons a chance. Even when we thought they were monsters." Her head lifted, only to see the group of riders looking back at her as if she'd spat in the face. "We should give him a shot too."

"Yeah," Ruffnut narrowed her eyes. "That's not gonna happen."

"While you have some valid points, we still can't risk being open to an attack." Astrid's baby blue's darted away from her. "We're 'giving him a shot' by letting him on the island. Isn't that enough for you?"

"For me?" Hea's cheek twitched as her index finger poked into her chest. "What's that about? I didn't say a backup plan was a _bad_ idea! I'm just saying for village of 'changed Vikings' you guys are being really judgmental."

"And _you're_ gonna give _us_ lessons on being judgmental?" The male twin took a step forward, now wearing a scowl she hadn't seen in months, a _real_ scowl.

Ooooooh no. He was _not_ going there. Wasn't she allowed to make mistakes?! It was pretty common knowledge at the time she left that dragons were _not_ to be trusted. So why were they surprised when she got home, especially after the history she'd had with the fire-breathing beasts! Now they were gonna throw it in _her_ face that she was being judgmental at that time?! No way!

"I apparently _learned_ my lesson." She hissed, head ducking into her shoulders. "I'm willing to give him the benefit of the doubt."

Once again silence filled the area, all until the sound of a small sigh caught the sheep herder's ear. She glanced over her shoulder to see her sister looking confused. Rye's eyes were glued to the floor as her right hand stroked Phobos' back. What was she worried about, what she said? Sure it was a golden rule of Rye's not to give anyone 'the benefit of the doubt' but this was different. They'd all done that at some point, right? If they hadn't, dragons would not be considered pets on Berk.

"I just wish you had been there last time, Hea."

The echo of her name on his tongue made her flinch. Whirling back around, she saw Hiccup standing with both fists clenched and features tightening. What was he feeling? Had she given him something to think about or was he just worried about her state of mind? Either was possible. But why was her head telling her that he disagreed with her in the end?

_I wasn't and I'm sorry for that._

"We can't argue about this." From the back of the group, Rye spoke out. Her pitch just above a whisper and apparent strain in her voice. "If we're fighting with each other and something really bad does happen, we don't stand a chance."

"I agree with Rye." Fishlegs gave a shallow nod of his head. "Dagur might be expecting us to fight about this and take advantage of it when we're not looking."

Did all of her speech _really_ go in one ear and right out the other? Ugh! There was no getting through to Vikings. Even if that included the one she adored above everyone else. After all, wasn't he the one to teach her that everyone deserved a second chance?

"Fine." Hea clenched her jaw, turning away from everyone in the group. "You do what you do best and I'll do what I know is right. Like always."

Before anyone could say anything more, the sound of the great hall's doors opening caught their attention. Everyone at once gazed up to the top of the stone stairs to see the three older Viking veterans and the single Berserker leader. While the youngest of the group stood strong and with what appeared to be a lot of confidence, the three older men stood almost like they were uneasy. What happened back there?

"We have reached a decision!" Dagur allowed, throwing both muscular arms into the air.

Okay, if they _had_ reached a decision why was he telling them first? Shouldn't an announcement like this be said in front of every member of the tribe and village?

"What's the good word?" Hiccup approached the stone stairs.

"In order to reach an agreement we had to compromise, both of us." Stoick stepped beside Dagur and looked right at his son. "In order to keep the peace between our tribes, we have agreed to let Dagur to have his domestic worker."

"_What_?" Hiccup's jaw dropped open.

"Only as long as this person agrees." The leader finished.

"And what if he say's 'no'?!" Snotlout rushed to stand next to his cousin. "Then the whole thing's off?!"

"No, not necessarily." Spitelout crossed his arms over his chest. "Either way, it will work out. But so long as this person agrees, we won't have a problem."

Stoick jerked his chin over his right shoulder, shooting a harsh and fierce glare toward Snot's dad. What was _that_ about? Had they disagreed about something back in the hall or what?

"Dagur needs a cook for his armada." Stoick carried on, regardless of the silent panic that was running ramped through the teens. "So, as long as she agrees to it, we have chosen Hea to go with him."

Wha…_what_?! No, no, no fucking way! She couldn't have heard this right, there had to be something wrong with her hearing. The words 'Hea', 'go' and 'with him' did _not_ come out of his, the _leader's_ mouth! There had to be someone else that could go, someone else who wasn't busy who could take on this task! Could no one else _cook_ on this damn island?! Why her?! She wasn't even a part of this tribe; there was no way he could force her to do this. She wouldn't, couldn't! This wasn't happening, this was a dream, she was still sleeping. That fainting spell had to have knocked a few screws out of her head!

"No!"

Out of the corner of her eye, she watched as Rye jumped to her feet.

"She's not going! You aren't separating us!" Her voice did not shake, it didn't seem like it was going to break, it was just solid, heavy and loud. "Hea has a duty here, you aren't sending her off!"

"Dad, we can't do that." Hiccup proceeded to climb a step or two, coming to level with Rye.

"We don't have much of a choice," Spitelout spoke for the village chief. "We have to make a decision; we have to get his peace treaty signed."

"Just because that piece of paper is signed doesn't mean we're safe!" Astrid barked, hands clenched at her sides. "We can't trust them, what's stopping them from taking Hea as a hostage!"

_This isn't happening, this isn't happening. I can't go with them! I can't!_

Hea pulled her eyes away from the Vikings and looked to the floor. She lifted her right hand to her face and placed her palm on her forehead. No fever, not even a drop of sweat, so what was going on? If she wasn't sick and she wasn't dehydrated why was her mouth so dry? Her fingertips traced down her cheeks, her digits just barely tapping at her lips. Was this shock? Or maybe even a silent panic attack? Could panic attacks _be_ silent?!

Her gut twisted, turned and soured in a way she hadn't felt ever before. It was like her intestines were cramping and swelling all at the same time, all the while a round of acid dumped into her empty stomach. How could she feel nauseous now, even when there was nothing in her belly to throw up?

Okay so she said she wanted to give Dagur the benefit of the doubt but that did _not_ mean that she was willing to leave with him! What the hell, where they listening to their conversation or something? So the price of her being as nice as possible was this slap in the face? No! There was no way she was gonna go through with this!

"I'm not going to kidnap and hold my own cooking slave hostage." Dagur's voice brought Hea's attention back to reality. "That's just…unproductive."

"Did you just say '_cooking slave'_?" Ruffnut leaned forward, her lip curled. "Did anyone else hear him say, '_slave_' or was that just me?"

"No!" Rye's voice made her flinch. "How _could_ you think about doing this?" She asked, directing her question toward Gobber.

"I'm completely against this, Rye." He gave the smaller woman a look of sympathy she'd never seen in any Viking, other than Hiccup, before.

"Come on, isn't there anyone better than Hea?" Snotlout said from the back. "When I said unimportant…I kinda meant…like _no one_."

"It's either Hea or Ingerman." The boy's father's voice followed soon after his son's. "If Hea rejects the offer, we have to have our chef go. Because she isn't a part of our tribe, we need her permission first but if it comes to it, we might have to order Ingerman to go."

"My dad?" Fishlegs' high pitched voice sent goosebumps down her arms.

"It's worth getting the treaty signed." Stoick inhaled a deep breath through his nose. "We're compromising and so will the Berserkers. If not? Then we'll have the advantage in war."

"So, you're just planning to back up my sister and ship her out today?!" Rye's voice broke just for a second as she called out.

"Nope." Dagur shook his head. "See, I don't know if your sister is actually good at cooking. _So_, I made reservations to stay here in Berk for a number of weeks to test her skills. You'll have a good month or two to say good bye. Willing that she's as good as Spitelout here says."

Tuffnut's arm extended as well as his index finger. "You? You're gonna stay _here_ even longer?"

"That's right."

"But this is all if Hea agrees." Hiccup turned to her and for a brief moment, locked stares with her. "Hea?"

Her eyes moved to the ground. This was all…happening so fast. She was supposed to make a decision right here, right now? How could they expect her to do that? By the way her crush had been staring at her; it was like he expected her to refuse the offer. And she agreed one hundred percent. She didn't _want_ to do this…but.

"_You _do_ want peace, don't you?"_

"_Because I would both love _and_ hate to destroy all the dragons you care so much for."_

There was Toothless, Phobos…hell, even Stormfly. Her eyes shut tight.

_Toothless…_

"_You didn't have to help me today, not after the way I've treated you. I'm guess what I'm trying to say is… thank you. Thank you for saving me today because you didn't need to."_

Her eyes fluttered open. Without any trouble, she found the small black dragon. He sat in the back alongside the other rider's partners. He didn't look sad, mad, happy or even confused. Instead he sat with his ears erect and eyes wide open. The moment their eyes locked his head tilted to the side in the slightest manner. What was _he_ thinking?

"_I'm sorry Toothless. I'm so sorry I hit you at the party. I was scared but that was no excuse. I didn't understand you or _anything_ at that point and I apologize."_

He was a stupid animal, a completely ridiculous reptile that served _her_ no purpose. It flew, ate, shit and took up space just like any other creature so what made _it_ so special? Okay so it was cute…a lot cuter than any other dragon she'd seen before, especially when it/he was being sweet but that didn't mean anything! Bug was cute too!

"_You don't mind if I talk to you, do you? I know it's stupid. Just don't go around tellin' everyone else we spoke, it'll look weird."_

But if all that was true, why did she have to remind herself, convince herself of it all? And if she actually believed that the Night Fury staring back at her was 'just another animal' then why did her heart sink and crack at the thought of never seeing him again? If one of the sheep she watched over was slaughtered tomorrow without reason or just for entertainment, then she'd cry. And while sheep were sheep, livestock that was maintained and bred for food and clothing, that didn't make them any less worthy of life. _He'd _taught her that.

Every animal deserved a fighting chance. And if it came to having to kill something for food, every bit that was useable was used. That's how things were and the way it should be. _He'd_ said that too. It took her a long time to come to terms with it but in the end, _he_ was right. _He'd_ always been right.

Phobos, Stormfly, Meatlug, Hookfang, Barf and Belch all deserved a chance. Toothless deserved a chance. They were worth protecting, even if it meant leaving Berk.

Besides, she'd said it herself. She was going to do what she knew was right. They might not like it or agree with it but it was the right thing to do. If anyone else had been chosen for this, they'd do the same thing anyway.

Hea moved her vision away from the curious Night Fury and looked back to the one face that made her heart melt, even when he was mad or upset with her. Hiccup hadn't moved much, his gorgeous green eyes still locked on her. But by this time he had begun to tighten his features, brows furrowing on his forehead and head shaking in a motion so gentle, she was sure that no one else had noticed.

"I'll do it."

The moment her words translated in his brain his expression fell. No longer sending her near invisible messages to refuse, he took a step off the stairs he was in the middle of climbing when the decision came to light. His shoulders straightened, lips parted and once wrinkled eyebrows, lifted. His arms hit his sides and she could _hear it_; the sound of his skin hitting the fabric of his clothes almost _hurt_.

_Don't be a hypocrite; you would've given the same answer._

"Hea, you can't."

_Don't do this to me. Don't make me change my mind, you idiot. _

Damn. He took another step closer to her, closing the distance like that would somehow change her mind. At this point, her eyes strayed to see everyone else frozen. Why wasn't anyone else talking? The world hadn't stopped, not just for the two of them. Were they all in shock, were they all just listening or was it just that this moment between them breaking every logical law of time?

"You don't have to do this. We can work something else out."

_Shut up! Just quit talking! I don't need your input to make a decision!_

"No," She spoke in a soft tone, even if the voice in her head was screaming. "I'm doing this. I want to."

"What do you mean you _want to_?" Astrid spun around, looking at her as if _she_ were angry about something. Maybe it was her way of coping? "You can't honestly _want to_. Don't do this just for our sake!"

_It's not for _your_ sake. It's for his._ Her eyes moved back to the black dragon, who was still looking at her. "I don't have to justify myself to you or anyone." Hea's attention flickered back to the riders. "I'm doing this."

"Are you insane?!" She flinched as her sister yelled just behind her. "Do you realize you're leaving me _again_?!

If leaving Hiccup was gonna be this hard already then how difficult was it going to be when it was time to leave Rye? But if she was going to do this for Toothless, she was going to do this for Phobos too. Even if the stupid Terror was more of a waste of scales than anything. At the end of the day, the fact that she loved that lizard was the very reason she was doing this. While dealing with Hiccup was something new, she knew exactly how to deal with her older sis.

"You heard the boss-man." Hea turned over her shoulder, looking at her kin with a set of pathetic eyes. "It's not gonna be for a while now. You just have to put up with me for another few weeks then you're free!"

Humor was always a nice way to deal with things, even if it was pretty inappropriate.

"I don't care!" Rye's louder shout made the whole area flinch. "I'm not letting you go, not again! Not for _this_!"

"_She's your older sister, her duty is to take care of you whether she's afraid or not. So how do you think she felt when after she was better that you just packed up and left? She must have felt _worthless_." _

"Then come with me." Hea turned forward again, this time gathering what strength she had left in her legs to stand up. She then lifted her chin and looked to her future leader. "Dagur, can she come with me?"

The Berserker shifted as he stood, as if her question had caught him off guard. A moment later he crossed his arms over his chest. "Gah, fine whatever. If she's useful for something, I guess? But if it gets this treaty going, deal."

The former sheep herder turned to her sibling, flashing her most stupid grin. "How about it? Up for this? You can come, if that's what you want. But I have to go either way." The cheesy smile faded. "I'm sorry."

"I…" Rye hesitated, both with her words and physically. "Hea, I don't know. You…"

"Come on." She _felt_ like smiling on the inside but her lips stayed horizontal. "It'll be fun."

"I really don't know. I can't just decide that right now. I need to think about it." The four-eyed female grimaced. "What about Phobos? I can't just…I don't know."

"Can we all work out the details later?" Dagur moved down the stairs, in complete confidence with no sense of remorse or guilt. "If I am going to stay here, I need a room. Preferably one to call my own that is up to code."

"So, we're just gonna change the subject then?" Tuffnut finally spoke, his familiar voice and tone actually soothing her eardrum for once.

"Yes," Hea cleared her throat. "Let's move this thing forward. Deal's done."

"Good!" Her new boss arrived at her side, his hands now behind his back. "Oh, and I don't want any _funny business_." He turned to her in particular and narrowed his eyes. "Got it?"

"Yep."

"So do we like…" Snotlout lifted his arm only to pause seconds into talking. "…What just happened?"

"Yeah," Ruffnut responded. "I have no idea what I just saw."

As much as she wanted to scream/laugh/slap the speaking male and female, she resisted and walked past them without exchanging any words. If she stayed around to talk about this any longer who knows what would happen. She did not need to be convinced to change her mind now, not when this was all still so fresh. At this point almost anything was gonna persuade her otherwise.

If she could focus on the new housing arrangement for the time being, the idea of everything changing wouldn't be so foreign. It was just gonna take some time.

Act End.


	33. Act Thirty Three

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Eight

"Yes, this'll do. I can work with this."

Hea rolled her eyes, what was this all about? It was bad enough that he was taking her back with him in a few weeks but take her house too? Ugh, talk about a bad day. Even if it did still feel surreal, this was happening and happening _now_.

She watched as Dagur moved about her home, the kitchen in particular, looking in every corner and cabinet. Was he like…looking for something? Hell if she knew. Everything she ever stood for and understood had been juggled up within a twenty-four month period anyway, the whole world could have flipped upside down and inside out and she wouldn't know the difference anyway. Whatever he was doing, it didn't matter, just as long as everything went smoothly from here on out.

The pitter-patter of nails on the hardwood floor echoed and a young puffy canine followed soon after. Bug brushed against her legs as she bypassed the living space and moved into the kitchen. She slipped by Dagur without notice and headed for the bedroom, no doubt to drop for a nap.

"So he's taking the house too?" Rye asked at her side. "Wonderful."

"Looks like it."

"And where the hell are we supposed to go?" The older female looked to her, no doubt still fuming about moments passed. "Gobber is the only person I can think of right now."

"If it comes to that, it does." Hea managed to flash a smile. "You'd like it that way anyway."

"Psh, quiet."

"If you want, I'll stay with someone else so you two can have some alone time." The short-haired female pursed out both lips, resisting the urge to poke her sister with her elbow.

Rye's brows furrowed, the elder sibling taking full advantage of shoving her elbow into her upper arm. "We have more than enough alone time together! We're just really good and hiding it from everyone else."

"Ugh, gross."

"Are you gonna let him just take your house?" The unforgettable sound of Snotlout's voice made both sisters stop mid-sentence and look backward.

As the chef turned she saw that the rest of the teen Viking crew had made their way into her home, standing just behind herself and Rye. What the? What were _they_ doing here? It wasn't like this was any of their business; this was between her and Dagur! She didn't need the whole neighborhood in her living space, making snide comments.

"Where else is he supposed to stay?" Rye answered right off the bat. "We can't just build him a new house overnight and I don't think he's gonna settle for anything less than this."

"But that's…like wrong." Ruffnut grimaced.

"What are all of you doing here anyway?" Hea snapped, her lip curling. "I was pretty sure you guys disagreed with my decision in the first place, so why are you butting into my business?"

"Whoa," Astrid's hands shot up to her chest. "Hea, relax. We don't agree with anything you're doing but we still want to be supportive."

"Oh yeah," Her brown eyes rolled. "Because you all were so supportive in the first place. I don't need your support, I can do this myself."

"Geez, who spit in your oatmeal?" Tuffnut grumped from the back.

_You did asshole._

"Is Gobber and the rest outside?" Rye asked, her question directed at none in particular.

"Yeah," Fishlegs replied. "They looked like they were still talking about stuff. Maybe they're gonna change their minds or something."

The sound of a cabinet door slamming shut stopped the oldest female from answering the younger male's reply and gathered everyone's interest. Hea looked forward with her sister once again to see Dagur moving on to another kitchen cupboard. Huh, did he slam the last one because he wasn't getting any attention or something? He couldn't be that childish, right?

"So hey, Dagur." The future 'cooking slave' called out to her superior. "You looking for something? Can I…you know, get you some…thing? Like whatever it is you're looking for?"

"This place has to be up to my standards." He answered, not bothering to stop to look at her. "You shouldn't have a problem if you don't have anything to hide."

Her expression dropped. "What could I be hiding?"

"You know, I'm not too sure about you types anymore." He retorted, slamming cabinet number three. "I wasn't expecting that you were hiding dragons _last time_. Who KNOWS what I could find this time."

She shifted her weight to her right leg and placed her left hand to her waist. "I don't own one. Rye has _one_ but I don't like dragons, so I wouldn't hide one."

He froze. Hands still grasping to the wooden cupboard door, he stopped and turned to the group for the first time since entering the house. "You don't like dragons?" He asked, looking at her almost like was shocked at the new information.

"No." She pouted, "I hate dragons."

He didn't respond. Instead he continued to stare at her like she was some kind of freak of nature. What, just because she lived on Berk she was supposed to have or even like dragons? Then again he had only been a 'once in a while visitor' to the island when Oswald was around to sign the peace treaty. So he wouldn't know anything about her distaste for the reptiles, would he? Huh, interesting thought and no doubt a surprise for him.

The awkward moment only began to lift when Dagur's stiff posture eased. His right hand slid down the cabinet door several inches while his right eyebrow lifted. What was he thinking? Kinda hard to tell since he was pretty looney. The boy could be happy one moment and screaming the next. Maybe he was offended or something? Whatever.

He cleared his throat and returned to his business. "We'll see about that."

_Ah, so we're gonna play the 'I don't believe you' and or the 'I have to sees it for myself' game are we?_

Shit, whatever he wanted to play, she was game. She knew those rules, fuck; she might as well have _made_ those damn rules. If he thought this was a shock for him, finding out about the dragons, he was gonna get an even _bigger_ surprise living with them! It wasn't easy when she did it and it wasn't gonna be easy when he was doing it.

"Hea?"

A whisper and tap to her right arm made her flinch. Turning her chin away from the man rummaging through her things, she looked to the side to see Hiccup standing next to her. All of her nerves and hairs stood on end upon realizing that his fingers had wrapped around her arm. Why did his touch have to feel like a bolt of lightning shooting through her bones? Ugh, had she looked down to see it was someone else touching her, it wouldn't have felt like _anything_. But him? Damn him.

"You don't have to do this." He said just under his breath, probably so the big cheese wouldn't over hear him. "We can stop this. We'll work something else out."

"What are you worried about?" She asked, her heart slamming in her chest hard enough to make her feel faint again. "Everything's fine. I've already made up my mind, I want to do this."

"Hea…" His features tightened.

"I'll take it!"

A fourth and final slamming made the young adults stiffen. Regardless of any thought or conversation taking place, everyone in the area turned to look at the Berserker as he walked back into the living space with his arms open and smile on his face.

"Alright, fine." Hea nodded, Hiccup still attached to her right arm. "Deal done, can we move on?"

"We'll gather my bags and I'll settle in." He brought his hands together, fingers interlocking.

"_We_?" Tuffnut repeated.

"_We, they, them_; whatever you call servants nowadays." Dagur responded, shrugging his bulky shoulders.

"So, you're talking about the '_royal they'_?" Ruffnut piped up, no doubt standing right beside her brother.

"Wait, just how many bags do you have?" Astrid cut in, bypassing most of the group and standing just beside Hiccup. "You have luggage? Even though you're only squatting here for a few weeks?"

The deranged man's arms dropped with an eerie echo. He proceeded forward until he was a foot or so in front of the blonde female. He bent down in the slightest matter until he was nose to nose with his offender. "Berserkers do not _squat_." He said, voice becoming dark and heavy. "We turtle."

"Oookaaaay."

"Anyway," He stood up straight once again and moved back into the kitchen. "We still need to discuss where _you_ will be sleeping."

Rye inched closer to the baker, "We'll probably house-hop for a night or two but we'll end up staying with Gobber most likely."

"No, no, no, no!" Dagur shook his head from side to side, his voice becoming louder with each impending 'no'. "That's where _you'll _be staying. I'm talking to Hea." He ended his statement with his finger pointed at _her_.

"_What_?" Rye broke away from the group, taking a single step forward. "What are you _talking_ about? I thought you were gonna just take the house! Not Hea too!"

The short-haired girl stopped, her body becoming ridged. What was this about?! He didn't really expect her to stay in the house alone with him, did he?! In what world was that okay? Ugh, didn't Vikings know _anything_ about boundaries? Hell, she knew _of_ him and talked to him when he did visit every other year but that did _not_ mean she was ready to live with the guy!

_Gah, but you _did_ already agree to this. Dummy._

"Do you expect me to have my cooking servant bounce from house to house every time I get hungry?" He argued, arm now retracted to his side. "It's a waste of time and energy, energy she could be using to make my meals! Oh, and I will not be eating cold food." He frowned.

"No!" Her older sister continued to protest. "And why can't I be allowed in the house?! This _is_ my home."

"As I recall, you didn't make up your mind on whether you were going to come with or not." He barked back quicker than expected. "Unless you _do_ want to make a decision in the next twelve seconds, then you can stay here. _Maybe_."

Rye spun to her left, her eyes locking with chef. "This is crazy, we can't let this happen. He's not going to force me into making a choice right now. Hea, you can't do this."

With a heavy sigh, she allowed her left hand to detach from her belt and drop to her side. "It's fine, we'll do it. It's not that big of a deal, we'll work this out. Come on."

"It's not fine." Her older sister's features fell. "If this _is_ my last few months with you then I'm not even going to be able to spend them with you."

"I'm still gonna be around," Hea felt her shoulders slump. "Rye, please. For right now can you do this for me? I promise everything's gonna work out, okay?"

The four-eyed nurse exhaled through her nose and shut her brown eyes darted away. She gripped her hands her into fists at her sides and for the shortest moment clenched her jaw and grimaced. Was she taking in all that she'd just been told? Was she scared, mad, sad or a mixture of everything combined? After taking the time to relax her nerves, she reopened her eyes and relaxed her body.

"Alright. I'll do this."

"Thank you." Hea smirked and proceeded to jerk her bent elbow into her sis's arm.

"Are we done talking about our feelings yet?"

"Yeah," The former sheep herder looked back to her boss, smile now faded. "You go in the bedroom and pick out which bed you want. I'll go from there, okay?"

"Psh, fine, whatever." With a childish pout and groan, he whirled around and stepped away from the group of Vikings in the living space.

"This is getting really weird…and creepy." Ruffnut said with an obvious shudder in her tone.

"Are you really gonna let this guy in your _house_?" Snotlout appeared between the sisters. "That has to be against some kind of moral code."

Hea rolled her eyes once again. "It isn't a big deal. He's not gonna be living with _you_, so relax."

"But it doesn't bother you?" Astrid poked out from beyond the original rider, who was still latched to her arm. "Be honest."

"What does it matter if it bothers me or not!" She snapped, body tensing. "I'm doing this no matter what. And I have been honest, this whole time!"

"Hea," The sound of Hiccup's deep voice made her heart thump. "How can you trust that he's not going to try and hurt you? He is bigger and stronger than most of us."

Ugh, why did he have to be sweet? Sure, they were all being sweet to a point but it was just extra nice when _he_ was doing it. Biased, maybe but there was no arguing with her _emotions_ at this point. "Hey, if he does anything stupid I'll put him in his place." She answered, making sure to display a confident grin. "If there's one thing I know how to do, its fight with people."

The look of concern on his adorable face fell away. Maybe he was getting ready to be sarcastic with her? Either way he shot her a look she couldn't really put a name to. "I hate to shoot down and destroy your unrealistic and overtly cocky point of view but…" He exhaled, green eyes darting to the floor. "They call him _deranged_ for a reason."

"I got this." She wiggled her arm beneath his touch and shot him a wink.

_Remember what you're fighting for. You're fighting for him, all of them._

"I still think this is a terrible idea." Fishlegs spoke from the back of the group.

"This is gonna end in tears." Tuffnut added without any kind of respectful hesitation. "I call it."

"Everything's fine! If anything bad happens, Snot lives pretty close, he'll come and save me." Hea glanced over her shoulder and presented her self-assured smirk to the teens in the back.

"Wonderful." Rye lifted her hand to her forehead.

"What's that supposed to mean?!" Snotlout moved close to the oldest woman. "I'm really good at saving people! How many times have I saved this village! Come on; name _one time_ I haven't defended Berk!"

An instant chatter among the crew in the room ensued, words all melting into a single tone. Ugh, her hearing was bad enough it wasn't like she could tell who was saying what. Ah well, as long as they weren't on her ass about the whole situation, it was fine. Besides, enjoying these kinds of moments together was going to be important especially given if everything Dagur wanted went his way.

Among all the talk and arguments a gentle pressure on her arm caught her focus. Turning away from the others she'd become so close with, she looked to her right to see Hiccup. Her eyes darted down, landing on his hand, the hand that had taken hold of her arm. He squeezed her in the most gentle way possible and kept his eyes on her the entire time. What was this supposed to mean? Was he trying to get her attention solo while everyone else in the room was busy or something?

He didn't appear sad, mad, happy or _anything_ for that matter. It was just Hiccup. Just as it had always been, as it always would be. He could see through her white lie, she knew it and _he_ knew she knew it. This had nothing to do with 'wanting' it had to do with Toothless, Phobos, Stormfly, Hookfang, Meatlug, Barf and Belch. And he knew that because he would have done the same, if he'd been in her place. He wasn't stupid, she knew that. She loved him for that.

"What is this thing doing in _my_ bed?"

Just as Hiccup's hand fell away from her body, the sound of Dagur's voice made the room silent once again. Looking forward she saw the leader of the Berserker tribe with his arms extended. In his hands he held out a round ball of blonde fur. Bug didn't seem too troubled between his fingers; instead the moment her almond-shaped eyes landed on Hiccup, she perked up and her stub of a tail began to wag.

"That's my daughter." Hea smiled, stepping toward the muscular man and removing the pup from his custody. "Bug."

"Daughter?" He physically moved back. "That's a fuzzy, overgrown _rat_."

"Yeah sometimes she can be." The human 'mother' lifted her right hand and patted the dog between her ears. "But she's mine."

"It smells." He frowned.

"She's a dog, of course she smells." Hea glanced upward once again, this time copying his frown twice over. "And she's a _she_, not an _it._"

"I don't care what it is; it's not allowed to stay here when I'm here." Dagur grunted, moving both of his hands to his waist.

Oh no! He didn't just say that! If there was one thing she wasn't going to do it was abandon her daughter! Her dark eyebrows dipped over her large eyes while her upper lip twitched in utter disgust. "_She_ is staying here and _she_ is coming with us when we leave. Like it or not, _got it_?"

His eyes narrowed. "Are you giving me an order? Because," He leaned into her just as he had with Astrid minutes earlier. "If you are, you better be able to back it up. That _thing_ is not coming on my flagship. _Got it_?"

Damn, why did he have to be so scary?! Was it his voice or massive size? Ugh or more than anything it was probably the way he seemed so confident in everything he said and did. If he had anything thing going for him, it was the way he flawlessly intimidated _everyone_.

But what was she supposed to do? Above everyone else, including Toothless and the rest of the dragons, Bug was her number one priority. Bug had been there through thick and thin and never once had she argued, hurt her feelings or abandoned her. The whole island of Berk could come crashing down around her ankles and her dog would _still_ be number one. As long as she had her furry daughter and human sister at her side, no one else mattered, everyone else could be replaced but family was different in every way. Including this one.

"If I'm gonna come with you, Bug is too." She dipped her head down, eyes still casting a dirty and dark look his way. "I'm willing to fight for it. I'll do anything else you want; cook, clean, whatever but _only if_ Bug comes with." Her hands quivered beneath the safety of the dog's coarse coat.

His narrowed stare lasted only a few seconds longer after she spoke. He stood up straight again and moved both of his arms to the small of his back. His crimson brows arched to the top of his forehead while his lips remained straight. "We'll argue about this later. Until then, _we're_ going to get my bags and _we're_ going to unpack."

"I'll meet you there." Hea continued to tremble as he passed by her and the rest of the Viking group.

"Don't keep me waiting."

The urge to say something witty and sarcastic teased the back of her throat. Too bad her nerves were way too rattled to say anything at this point. Ah well, there'd be time for that later, especially if he was going to be staying with her. He'd get used to it, maybe. And if she were lucky enough, her bossiness and crude view on life would scare him off Berk for good. Ah, but that was pretty unlikely, seeing as he was twice as _bossy_ and _crude_ as she was! Two peas in a pod maybe? Or potential best friends in the making?

_No way. _

As she turned to watch the Berserker leave her home, she saw the rest of the teens file out along with him. Might as well get started, the sooner the better. Shit, how many bags could a single _man_ have anyway? With ample space now, she bent down and placed the ball of fuzz on the floor. After standing straight, she made her way to the front door and stepped out into the daylight. Well, the group was one less crazed male less now. Hea looked on to see said man in the distance, probably making his way to his ship to wait for her.

"Anything new?" Stoick's husky voice caught her attention.

"Other than that freak taking my house and sister? No." Rye huffed, crossing her arms over her bust. "Hey Gobber," She paused only to look in the blacksmith's direction. "Do you mind if I stay at your house for a while?"

"I'd like to say yes but my shack ain't quite neat enough for a lady." He frowned like he was honestly feeling bad about refusing the nurse. "Gimmie a night or two to clean up and you'll have the best bed in the house."

"Shit." Rolling her beautiful brown eyes, Rye shifted her weight to her left leg. "Now what am I gonna do?"

"Oh!" Snotlout nearly leapt at the chance, throwing his right arm in the air. "You can stay at my place! Like Hea said, it's really close and we can share the basement." He added, throwing her a rather frisky smirk.

UGH! The younger sister looked on to see her bestie's face twist. Almost like she was trying to keep herself from gagging out loud and still be polite at the same time. Her frown grew deeper while her skin turned pale. Haha, awwww.

"I think that's an excellent idea," Spitelout joined in, making the oldest female twinge. "We would love to have you. When was the last time we had a nice chat, Rye? It'd be good to catch up."

Oh lord, what did _that_ mean? Just because Snot had a thing for Rye, and pretty much any other attractive girl within ten feet, didn't mean his dad had to be that _friendly_ too! Gross! He wasn't…no, ew no. And she thought _her_ situation was bad, poor Rye!

_I'd take a month with Dagur the Deranged any day…or month…whatever._

"I mean…I guess I could?" Rye's head ducked between her shoulders, eyes moving and landing on everything and anything that wasn't Snot or his weird dad.

"Good." Spite _smiled_.

"So we're just going with all of this?" Astrid said, moving her slender arms over her chest. "This doesn't sound really suspicious to _anyone_ but me?"

Stoick turned his focus to the blonde beauty, "There isn't much else we can do at the moment."

"We have to just watch him." Fishlegs released a tired sigh. Hey wait, what the hell was _he_ tired from?!

Gah, again with the suspension? This conversation already happened once! Going through it again wasn't something she wanted to do again. Hell, if her head wasn't slamming to the point of being torn in half, then she'd say something for sure. Damn being tired takes the fun out of everything.

"Has anyone else _but_ me thought about poisoning him during dinner?" Tuffnut's comment made the chef shut her eyes for a solid two seconds.

"Aw man, I thought that too!" His sister turned to him with a little too much enthusiasm. "He won't even expect it, we can do that easy."

"What?" Hiccup leaned into the twins as they plotted. "No, no. That's a terrible plan."

"Is it?" The male sibling pouted. "If he does happen to 'kick the bucket' while he's here the rest of his tribe would be none the wiser. Problem solved."

"Wait, did you just suggest _homicide_? And you _aren't_ joking?" Astrid's arms unfolded.

"Maybe we did." Ruffnut stood strong beside her conspirer. "And maybe we didn't."

"And what are you two going to do when his armada comes here looking for him when he doesn't return home?" Rye narrowed her already tired eyes at the brother-sister criminal duo.

"It'd be all out war!" Fishlegs plead.

"We aren't going to kill Dagur." Stoick grunted, shaking his head from side to side in what seemed like disappointment. "Unless he tries to attack us first, we aren't resorting to violence."

"Okay, okay," Tuffnut lifted his arms, as if to 'calm down' the conversation. "I get the whole murder thing is somehow wrong but how about something else?"

"Like what?" Snot asked.

"You know like Hea cooks really bad meals for him every day." The female twin finished for her bro like they had both discussed this scenario out before. "There's no way he'll want her as a personal chef if she stinks at cooking."

And was that _not _supposed to be offensive? Then again if they were suggesting that she pretends to be bad at making meals maybe it was a backhanded compliment, meaning that she _was_ talented but she should just _lie_ about it.

_This is getting worse and worse._

"Actually, it isn't a bad idea." Gobber lifted his right hand to his chin. "We could go with it."

Wonderful and now one of the 'responsible adults' was going to agree with this crap? Shit. "No, we aren't lying to him." Hea hissed.

"And why not?" Tuff shot her a glare and snarl. "What, do you _want_ to go with him or something?"

It was like the insults just kept coming! Geez, one would think they'd have some sort of filter when it came to this sort of thing, being blunt all the time didn't _always_ help. "Yeah, I _really_ want to run off with him." She snapped back as her body became tense. "First we'll play 'house' for a little while then in two months we'll leave Berk and get married. It's the life I've always planned."

"Not funny." Rye bumped her fist against the baker's shoulder.

Sure it wasn't funny but it made _her_ feel a hell of a lot better. If that stupid blond didn't get off her back anytime soon she was gonna sock him in the chops, then he wouldn't be _able_ to say anything else. At least for a day or so anyway.

"So then why are you defending him so much?" Snotlout asked her, making the mistake of standing right beside her while speaking. "You don't _like_ him, do you?"

Again her eyes closed. Before she reopened them she took in a long, deep breath via her nostrils. She had to choose her next words with the utmost wisdom. Anything suggestive could start an uproar among the immature. "No." Being as simple as possible was best, right?

"Are you _sure_?" The shorter boy leaned into her.

"You are within slapping distance."

"Alright, alright that's enough." Stoick cleared his throat. "No more of that kind of talk."

"But no, I'm not going to lie to him because if he happens to find out that we _did_ lie, we'd be in trouble." Hea recovered, her voice smoothing out.

"What he doesn't know won't hurt him." Ruff protested.

"Hea has a point," Hiccup piped up and moved toward her. Finally, someone who was gonna stick their neck out for her sake! "We don't want to give him _any_ reason to be suspicious. Lying isn't going to help. Especially when we know he's going to be on the lookout for any reason to break our deal."

And cue the moment when her inner girl begins whining because he's agreeing with the fact that she should leave. Ugh, was he really suggesting that she go or was he planning some sort of plan B? Then again, if he really wanted some 'distance' this was the way to do it! At least he wouldn't have to worry about her sleeping in his bed anymore.

"Plus, if I don't go then Fishlegs' dad has to go." Hea mumbled and jerked her chin in said boy's direction. "And I'm not carrying that on my shoulders."

"Heaven forbid!" Rye snickered.

"Anyway, I gotta split." Better speak now before the conversation continued any further and she ended up laughing her ass off or punching someone in the gut. "Boss-man is waiting. If anyone feels like coming with, I could probably use the help…and company."

"I got you," Astrid parted from her spot in the group and stood on her left.

"Let's get this done. I just wanna go home and sleep."

Act End.


	34. Act Thirty Four

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Nine

"Phobos and I'll be here first thing in the morning to relight your stove." Rye said with a wide smile on her face and overnight bag slung over her shoulder. "Also, I wouldn't mind checking up on you, make sure nothing happened over night."

"Sure, that's fine with me." Hea gave a slight nod of the noggin. "The fire's still going now so we're good for tonight." She continued as her older sister opened the front door. "Good luck tonight, I know you're gonna need it."

Rye released a warm chuckle, turning her attention back to the chef. "By the looks of it," She motioned her chin in the living area's direction, "We're gonna _both_ need it."

Without any hesitation, the younger girl straightened her back and glanced to the right. Sitting there among the small cluster of furniture sat the deranged young male. And of course, he happened to be sitting in _her favorite _chair, his legs stretched out, crossed and resting on the footstool. Following the same fashion as his legs, his arms were bound to his chest while he wore the nastiest look on his mug. Huh, it looked almost like someone ruined the end of a good novel with the look he was giving them.

"Ah no worries," Hea returned her focus to the nurse. "This is nothing."

"Okay then, you know where I'm gonna be." Rye leaned in with a set of open arms and wrapped herself around the short-haired woman. "If he tries anything funny, don't hesitate to get me." She whispered as her lips brushed past the hug's recipient's ear. "Send Bug out or something and the cavalry will be here in less than a minute."

Hea lifted her arms to her older sibling and clenched her fingers tight to the fabric of her clothing. "Everything's gonna be fine. But if something comes up, you'll be the first to know."

Rye removed her arms and dropped them to her sides once again. "Alrighty, I'm gonna go. I'll see you in the a.m."

With a solid nod, she turned on her heel and began to head out of the tiny home. Hea followed the vet, only coming to a stop when her right foot hit the metal piece of door frame that separated the inside from the out. She leaned her torso outside, her right clenching the door and the left waving her sis farewell. "Don't stay up too late and _control_ yourself!"

"Psh, yeah sure. You do the same." Rye glanced over her shoulder and shot her a pout. "Love you."

"Love ya!"

_You better control yourself; after all you're staying with two bachelors!_

And while it must be _so very _tempting, the dragon nurse did have _Gobber_ to think about. Ah inner sarcasm never failed to assume her. Shaking off any kind of disturbing thoughts in her mind, Hea pulled her trunk back into the arm home and shut the front door. Ah, now time to relax.

This day had been too long, too tiring and too demanding. What she would give to just lay down and take a little nap! Just a little one, then she could get started on dinner. A nice stew of course, something comforting that would keep her tummy full and her core warm enough to keep her sleeping all night long!

The last two hours bringing back his bags and unpacking had taken what little energy she had left. She was sure if she didn't sit for a while that she'd collapse. When was the last time she'd been this exhausted? Ugh, had to be the day she came home to Berk over a year ago. The two days bed rest afterward left her feeling refreshed but back then she had Rye to baby and nurse her back to health! It was gonna be pretty different this time around.

"When's dinner?"

_Okay more like polar-opposite different this time around._

She pulled her body away from the door and made a sluggish stagger of a walk to the small couch just beside Dagur. Really, he was doing this right now? Gah, couldn't he wait an hour? As she moved closer, she saw him watching her every step. Great.

"In a while." Hea grunted and once within distance, flopped on to the seat. "I'm really tired; give me a bit, okay?"

"_Tired_?" He asked and she could _almost_ see the disgust in his face as she laid there with her face stuck between the cushions. "What in world do _you_ have to be tired from?"

Okay, did he _want_ to argue or something? Why else would he wait until she was alone? While the urge to indulge him was screaming in the back of her head, her body refused. Instead, she reached her right arm out, dropping her fingers once they came into contact with the dog on the ground below. At least she had Bug. Bug wasn't going to argue with her; beg for food _maybe_ but not criticize her.

"I'm _tired_." She spoke, her voice muffled by the fabric pressed against her cheek. "Just give me an hour to nap and I'll get started on dinner, I promise."

"An hour?!" His voice grew heavy and loud. "It's gonna take that long just to cook the food! I'm not gonna wait _two_ hours."

"_Uggghhhhh_." She dug her nose deeper into the couch.

"And how do you expect me to wait when I'm already hungry, huh?" Was he _still _going on? "You need to be able to cook food the moment you're told. You're supposed to be able to feed me _and_ my armada! I can already tell you're already going to be more trouble than you're worth."

"I really don't want to fight, okay? Please?"

"What am I supposed to do while you loaf about all night?"

Alright! Enough! Hea's snapped her head out from the cushions and directed a glare at her house guest. "You know the day _was_ half over by the time you got here! I'm exhausted! I almost _DIED_ today!"

Instead of any answer, he stared back at her with a flame in his eyes she'd never seen before. Was he more frustrated with the fact that he was receiving a 'no' or was it because he really was hungry? And by the look he was shooting her way, he wasn't going to be the least bit interested in listening to what happened to her this morning. No because fainting on the back of the dragon about a gazillion miles in the air and almost falling off wasn't interesting at all!

But he wasn't gonna quit complaining and /or glaring until he was fed, was he?

"Great Odin above." The overworked female pulled her free hand away from her dog and pushed her body off the comfort of the couch. "Fine."

If it'd shut him up and stop him from pestering her then fine. Besides, the sooner she got this done the sooner she could go to bed. If she was only supposed to cook for him then he shouldn't have any other orders after he had his fill.

She made her way into the kitchen, her muscles aching along the way. She first stopped at the large wicker basket at the corner of the room and pulled several vegetables into arms. Dropping them on the counter, she drug her feet to the stove and removed cooking pot from the burner. With the older pot in hand, she moved to the large sink and dropped the piece of steel below the iron hand-pump faucet.

Couldn't he at least pump the water out for her? Geez. Good thing it was just the two of them eating tonight, if she _did_ have to cook dinner for his whole armada, she'd die! Better enjoy this while she could. Her arms burned as she pumped the faucet, just a bit more now, then this would all be over. For the night anyway. Good thing she had several pieces of chopped brined beef in her cellar.

"This still doesn't fix the fact that I'm hungry now."

Really? Her arms came to a stop, the water at the perfect cooking level. "I have a few bread rolls if you want. Fresh butter too."

He snorted almost like he was trying not to laugh at her reply. "I'm _not_ going to eat a roll without any kind of meat. I deserve better than that."

Hea sighed. She lifted the soon-to-be stew pot to the counter alongside the veggies. "I don't know what else you want me to do. The meat is for the stew. You're gonna hafta wait."

"I _don't_ wait."

Geez, what was he _royalty_ or something?! Sure he was once the son of the chief and now the leader of his tribe but that didn't mean he needed to be waited on hand and foot! Up until today he was just another crazed Viking to her. This had to be some kind of 'test' he was putting her through.

There was one last trick she had left up her sleeve, might as well give that a shot. "I have one thing that might help but it's the best I can do right now."

"Do it."

Ignoring the fact that he just gave her an order without so much as a _please_, Hea moved away from her chopping surface and moved several footsteps to the left until she found herself in front of her best ceramic container. Candied ginger just might shut this guy up, at least for a while. She pulled the top off her dish and stuck her free hand into the jar. Scooping a good handful of sweets, she removed her hand and replaced the top to the container.

"This should help for a bit." She spun on her heel and stepped toward the Berserker whose brow was lifted.

He held out his hand the moment she approached close enough and with a wide set of eyes, watched as she dropped a few decent-sized pieces of candy into his hand. Even after she retracted her arm back to her side, he continued to stare at his full palm like he was disgusted.

"Is this a joke?"

"No." Hea shook her head. "It's this or bread. Besides, it's candy, you'll like it."

"I _know_ what it is." He narrowed his eyes. "My question is how is _this_ supposed to keep satisfied until dinner?"

"You aren't supposed to just eat it; you're supposed to suck on them." She replied, her arms linking to her hips. "Swallowing all that extra spit will help with the hunger until dinner. That's all I have unless you want that roll."

"Fine."

She nodded once and not needing to hear any more lip she turned around and stepped back into the kitchen. If she worked fast enough and careful enough than maybe she could get this prep done, without any cuts, in new record time!

"Does it bother you that she's gone?"

What? Now he wanted to talk about her _feelings_? What the hell? "You mean Rye?"

"Yeah."

"Not really." She said, stopping at her worktop, where she had first started. "Why?"

"You acted like you'd never see each other again." He grumbled from his seat on _her_ chair. "I've never said 'I love you' to _anyone_ before, not even my pathetic father."

Oh, a curious Viking. "It's a sister thing, I guess." She said with a smirk developing on her lips. "But where we're from, it isn't unusual. We aren't Vikings, remember?"

"Hard to forget." He huffed, almost in the exact same way she'd heard from Tuffnut. "You and your sister are…"

"Weird?"

"No, more like…"

"Strange?"

"Hm, nah."

Her eyes rolled even as she reached across the counter to her knife block. "Freaks?"

"Yeah, like freaks of nature." His tone lightened.

_Gee thanks_. Was this how every conversation was going to go? "But anyway, I'm kinda used to being without her. When I left for that year and a half, it was just me and Bug." Her fingers wrapped around her chopping blade and yanked it from the wood. "I'll be fine doing this as long as Bug is with me. Then I don't mind being alone."

"Bug?" She could almost _hear_ him flinch in his seat as she began to slice the heads of the carrots from the orange root. "The _dog_? This _thing_ over here?" At this point he was probably pointing his finger down at her 'daughter'.

_Oh here we go._

"And what do you mean you don't mind being 'alone' as long as you this _thing _with you?! You aren't alone! I'm sitting right here!" Whoa, was he getting pissed or something? "You're making MY dinner! How could you be alone when you're working for ME?!"

Now finished with her first two carrots, Hea dropped her knife and gathered the chopped vegetables and dropped them into the pot of water. "Again, I'm way too tired for this, I don't want to argue."

_Even though ever part of me wants to bite your head off._

"You've just insulted me!" He continued, "I am a thousand times more entertaining than this beast. You can't even carry on a conversation with that animal, it just sits there and looks…_cute_."

Oh there was a word she never thought she'd hear come from his mouth. Before starting on more carrots, she paused and turned his way. Still recovering from the usage of the word 'cute', he seemed rather uncomfortable in his seat. His green eyes were locked on the dog in question, who at this time was laying on her back with her legs kicking in the air.

"What's wrong with cute?" The working girl gazed away from her pup and looked back to the redhead. "Besides, she can talk. You just have to listen."

The moment her lips came to a close, his eyebrows bounced to the top of her forehead and he once again looked to her. This time instead of looking at her like she was a freak of nature or stupid, he gawked at her like she was some kind of nut.

"And she's smart." Hea turned away and continued on with cutting her veggies. "She herds the sheep and protects me. Smarter than any _dragon_."

"At least we can agree on something." The sound of him falling back into the seat made her relax. "But I wouldn't go as far to say she was smart. In fact, I can tell just by the look on her face that she's stupid. Maybe not as stupid as a dragon but it's a waste of time to talk to her and treat her like a person. She's a _dog_, that's all she'll ever be. And if she has anything to say about that, she better pipe up."

Did he really? No, he couldn't have. He couldn't be that rude, insulting and cold-hearted! Mid-chop, she dropped her knife, allowing it to hit the counter with an eerie echo. She placed both of her hands on the edge of her work surface, inhaled a deep breath and turned his way. Her face twisted in such a nasty way in almost _hurt_ to keep it that way. Frown deeper set than she'd ever felt, brows furrowed so close together they almost formed a unibrow and jaw clenched to the point where her teeth throbbed, she _glared_ at him.

And as she shot him this look at could almost kill anyone, he sat back in _her favorite chair_ with his arms folded over his broad chest, a pleased smirk on his face and not doubt with one of her candies beneath his tongue. What, was he proud of the fact that he'd gotten under her skin? What kind of award did he want for that? Of course he wanted attention, anyone could guess that much but the fact that it was _working_ nearly pushed her over the edge.

He had guts to talk to her that way that was for sure.

"Oh what a sour face." He cooed.

"I'm way too tired for this shit." She loosened her features. "I've had a really, really long and unforgiving day so I'm not going to fight right now. Believe me, I'd love to argue but I'm done tonight." Hea felt her tense, aching muscles relax as she spoke to the older man sitting across from her. "If you want to fight, let's do it tomorrow. I'll fight all day long with you but not now."

"You're no fun."

_Not right now I'm not._

Saving her smart mouth for a later date, she returned to her duty and moved on to cutting the last of the carrots before moving on to the potatoes. Besides, if she had night to think about what she was gonna say, her comebacks would be even better. Damn, was this the first time she'd ever backed down from a fight? Ugh, sure felt like it. Would it have been any different if it were one of the twins sitting in her chair? Maybe. The fact that he was still terrifying didn't help matters either.

"Oh and by the way," She spoke out after moments of silence, "She says that you're a jerk."

"Hmph."

_Just finish this food and go to bed. Things will be better tomorrow. You can do this Hea; those stupid reptiles are depending on you. This is nothing, things are gonna be easy from here on out._

"So, when's dinner?"

Gah!

XoXoX

The sound of her inhaling and exhaling was something new for sure. When had he ever been this close to a slumbering female? Sure, he was the leader of his tribe but that didn't leave much time for 'dating' or spending the night with someone of the opposite sex. Huh, it was something to remember anyway.

Dagur dropped his dishes in the open sink and grunted. What to do now? The girl was sleeping; it wasn't like she'd be too entertaining if he woke her. Sad fact was she was gonna _have to_ sleep eventually, if she was going to continue to cook anyway. There was _his_ bed calling too after all.

Turning away from the sink he stepped through the living space and passed the low-burning stove. She had kept the fire burning as shallow as possible to keep the food warm. She hadn't eaten anything, maybe she wanted it to temperature when she woke up or maybe she kept it going just in case he was still hungry sometime during the night. Whatever, it wasn't important. _He_ was done with it.

He came to a stop at the foot of the couch. There she lay, on her stomach with her right arm dangling just above the floor. She had covered herself with a quilt when she claimed she was 'just resting for a second' but now the blanket had slipped halfway off her torso. Huh, kinda pathetic to see her like this, did she not have the courage or pride to fight for her bed in the back room? The girl spoke a big game but that was about it.

At least she could cook a good stew. She was good for _something_.

The sound of panting broke his stare. He turned away from the woman and looked down to see the stupid excuse for a mutt sitting at his feet. She didn't seem afraid of him, a mistake on her part. Instead she was staring at him like she was _waiting_ for something. What? Was she hungry or something? Hm, it wasn't _his_ job to feed her, if he had his way of things, throwing her outside would be best.

_Huh, that's not a bad idea._

With a brow lifted, his green eyes darted up and back to Hea. She was still sleeping. Might as well get rid of the animal while she was out. If there was one thing she seemed determined about, it was that dumb beast of burden.

"_If I'm gonna come with you, Bug is too. I'm willing to fight for it."_

Of course that was to be seen. A barking wolf could be dealt with and set aside as noise but a wolf that could _bite_ was something to be concerned about. She had shown that she had a lot of bark but until she put up a good fight, he wasn't going to give at all.

A whine from the floor made him once again lock eyes with the creature at his feet. By now she had tilted her head to one side while her tongue stuck out of her mouth. Ugh, maybe if it wasn't so small and _cute_ it'd be worth having around but this ball of fur wasn't something he was going to allow on his ship let alone his island.

The dog then stood on all fours and stepped away from him and trotted toward the front door. Ah, did it want out? Fine, it was a way to kill two dragons with one arrow anyway. He'd do it a favor and let it out but that didn't mean he had to let it back in.

Dagur followed the blonde canine to the front door and reached out to the knob. With a single twist and pull, the frame popped open. A gust of chilled air hit his exposed skin and for a moment made the hairs on his body stand straight. Without having to command it, the ball of hair stepped outside. He waited for the clear and once she was a good two feet away from the home, he shut and _locked_ the door.

She was fat and made of fluff; she'd be more than fine. Spoiled animal. Dogs were meant to be outside anyway. Animals were not high enough on the food chain to be allowed the safety of a warm, dry house.

That done and finished, he moved away from the entrance hall and back into the living area. His eyes darted toward her to see that she was still sound asleep. Either she was a deep sleeper or she really was tired from her day.

"_Again, I'm way too tired for this, I don't want to argue."_

Huh, tired? She wanted to talk about being _tired_?! What _he_ did with his life was tiring! She had no idea how it was to lead of a village, a village of idiots after the ruling of his father! It was him who turned around the armada and forced the Berserkers back to their former glory. Cooking a few meals and dealing with Stoick was _not_ what he would consider tiring. She had an easy life on Berk but things were going to be different from here on out. Very different.

The chief continued his march to the back bedroom, leaving the chef to sleep on the couch. Within a matter of seconds he'd reached his destination and fell into the bed on the right side of the room. Whose bed was this anyway? Didn't really matter either way, it was _his_ now and if he liked it enough when their trial run was over, he would just take it home with him!

Before lying down, he proceeded to shed his armor, starting with his helmet and moving on to the steel on his chest. Once free from the extra weight on his body he fell back into the pillow and released a grunt. What now? Things had turned out way differently than he'd originally planned. An extended stay on this blasted island was not something he _really_ wanted to do but it proved necessary to continue the plan.

Because of this abrupt change in design, he was going to have to sit and think the rest of this out. Coming to Berk and signing a treaty was never the real goal. Giving Stoick the Vast a fake sense of security was. If he wasn't expecting an attack, his army or dragons wouldn't have time to prepare. But now? There were different things at stake. He couldn't very well hold a part of _this_ tribe hostage when the girl he had working for him wasn't a _real part_ of Stoick's village.

Then again, those idiots Hiccup considered 'friends' seemed rather attached to her. If he couldn't persuade the chief of Berk to step down, it might just work with those stupid kids of his. Not to mention that sister of Hea's. Getting her hysteric could work in his favor as well.

Oh and there was that matter and subject of dragons in general with the girl.

"_No. I hate dragons."_

Maybe turning her to his way of thinking was possible. If he was able to do _that_, then his job would become easier, much easier. She was close to Hiccup and the others without a doubt and with that piece of information, she could easily find out their weaknesses. Not to mention where they keep the beasts, feed them and train them. She could feed him information all without them noticing at all.

Reconditioning her wouldn't be hard. She already hated the stupid animals. It was only a matter of effort and time before he could convince her to go rouge. And it was both effort and time he had to spare. Actually this turn of events could work out very well.

Act End.
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His charcoal pencil grinded against the yellowed slip of notebook paper almost loud enough to make him twitch. Figures on the night he needed to distract himself the most with art, he couldn't think of a thing to draw or sketch. At this point he was just making random lines on the parchment in the hopes that they would come together to make something worthwhile. Hiccup forced the side of his face into his right palm as his left worked on the 'masterpiece' below.

_What now?_

What were they going to do about Dagur? As much as he wanted to tell the others he had a plan, he couldn't because he _didn't have one_. The treaty, at least at the moment, seemed pretty much flawless. And the fact that Hea had willingly _agreed_ to it wasn't making things any easier. His sensible side knew exactly why she'd agreed but his heart couldn't seem to accept it. Life without Hea on the island, this time assuming it'd be permanent, wasn't something he wanted to do. She'd left once before sure, but the time it was understood that it was only temporary. Now? Hm, he wasn't sure.

"_I got this."_

He knew why she felt compelled to do this. That much was obvious, at least to him it was. She didn't care about a cooking career or the safety of Berk. This wasn't even about everyone else's dragons. This was about protecting Toothless. He'd seen the look on her face when it came time for her to make her choice. She didn't look to Rye or even Bug, the first living creature she looked at was Toothless. She'd said a million times before that she hated dragons, especially Phobos, Stormfly and Hookfang but all those times his Night Fury was the exception.

"_I don't have to justify myself to you or anyone. I'm doing this."_

His pencil fell from between his fingers, hitting the wooden desk below with an echo. He inhaled a large breath of air before moving his eyes from his work and up to the sleeping dragon who hung from the ceiling.

_You're worth it._

He'd done the same thing. He'd risk anything for the only person in the world he considered to be his best friend. If there was one thing he couldn't use in an argument to keep Hea on Berk it was that Toothless was replaceable. No one, nothing could replace him. And that was what made this situation ten times harder.

What was she doing now? What was Dagur doing now? Sleeping probably but the thought of him threatening or blackmailing her didn't sit well with him. Was that the reason he wasn't asleep himself? Yeah, most likely. Even with the day he'd had feeling so long and tiring, sleep was the last thing on his mind.

She said she could protect herself but…

"Hiccup?"

He stiffened to the sound of his father's voice and sat up straight at his desk. Making sure to cover his latest drawings, or attempts at drawing first and foremost, he whirled around in his seat to see his dad standing in the doorway. Huh, had he left the door open or was he so distracted that he didn't hear him knock then enter? Ah well, he was here now might as well find out what he wanted.

"Yeah?" He asked, moving around in his chair enough to where his back felt comfortable while he spoke to his father.

"I wanted…" The older male hesitated only for a moment before clearing his throat and continuing. "To check on you. How are you?"

"I'm okay, I guess." His eyes fluttered away from the chief. "You know, as okay as I'm gonna get while Dagur's here."

"I understand."

"Uhh, so um…how are _you_?" The teen asked, vision flickering back to the doorframe.

"'Bout the same as you." He sighed through his nose. "Well, as long as you're alright, I'm off to bed." He released his grip on the wall.

So that was it? He wasn't going to have any emotion about this at all? True, Vikings weren't exactly 'touchy feely' about things but even a casual 'sorry 'bout this' would work very well right now. This did just happen to be one of his closest friends here, maybe even something more. Then again, did Stoick the Vast even take that sort of thing into consideration?

"Are you…I mean, have you thought of any way to…" He choked on his words. "Does Hea _have_ to go? Isn't there…isn't there something we can do?"

The larger man paused, he paused for a longer period of time than the trainer could have expected. For the first second or two he looked shocked but after another silent period his facial features fell. What was he thinking? Why was he hesitating? Stoick the Vast was rarely at a loss for words; he'd only seen/heard his father hold back when he knew the next few words or sentences were going to be hard to digest.

"We aren't planning anything to stop this, Hiccup."

So there it was. The truth. But of course, it only led to more questions.

"What?" He leaned forward in his chair, left hand grasping the back of the wooden seat. "So the plan is that we _don't _have a plan."

"Yes, Hiccup."

What was with the sudden use of his name over and over?! He wasn't trying to plead with his dad to keep a stray dog, this was about a _person_. "We're going to let Hea leave with Dagur," He repeated in frank terms. "Just like that?"

"She's made her decision." Stoick's neutral face began to fade. "She wasn't forced into anything. We gave her a choice."

Was he really going on that factor? They both, they _all_ knew why the female sheep herder was doing this. "It wasn't much of a choice, dad." He kept his voice calm, even while his heart pounded away in his chest. "She's not doing this because she wants to; she's doing it for our sake. We can't just ship her out for us."

"I can't do anything about it now." He remained rigid. "It doesn't matter what her reason is, she's already agreed. We should be respectful of her decision if she is just doing it for us."

He never liked her, another thing they _both_ knew. For whatever reason it was, his father never took the same liking to Hea as he had with Rye. So what was this 'respect her decision' all of a sudden? Stoick the Vast didn't care with Hea the Sheep Herder did with her working life, let alone was respectful of it.

"Dad come on," Hiccup felt his fingernails dig deep into the wood beneath his hand. "Think about this, what if-"

"The girl doesn't like dragons, Hiccup." The depth and heaviness of his father's voice made the younger male pause mid-sentence. "Where she's going there won't be any. And she'll finally be able use all that learning she did two years ago there. She'll be doing what she _wants_."

"_Funny seeing the minute I get back, with all my new skills, I have to go right back to _sheep herding_."_

What was…what was that supposed to _mean_? That…

"Maybe it'd be better for her to be with someone her own age."

Wait, _what_?! "Did you?" Hiccup's right arm extended, his index finger loosely pointed in the chief's direction. "Wait, what are you talking about now? Her own age?"

"You know what I mean." He replied, face a hard as steel.

"Wha? No, dad." Both of the artist's hands shot up. "You can't use that argument; we're only _two years_ apart! We're from the same generation! Besides you could say the same for Rye!"

"Rye is different, you know that." Stoick continued without so much of a twitch. Had he thought out his responses in advance? "Hea still acts like a teenager. She's at the age when she should be looking for a husband. She needs to become a woman, like her sister."

Whoa, that sentence could have many, many different _disturbing_ meanings. Did he even _want_ to get into this conversation at this point? This was the type of discussion that needed to be put off for a good decade or so! Whether Rye or any other female on this island had _become a woman_ wasn't something _anyone_ should know. That was kinda private information.

"Dad, really?" His arms dropped. "She…ugh… I can't even find words right now."

"You don't need to." His father pulled away from the doorframe. "Everything's already been settled."

"Have you even thought about what this would do to Rye?" Hiccup recovered. "She's gonna be a wreck if this happens. What about that?"

Stoick inhaled through his nose, almost like he needed a moment to think. "Rye can make up her own mind on what she needs to do. She's old enough and mature enough to handle this. She's been through worse."

_She has? _

"I don't think you really understand what's going to happen." A heavy sigh left the trainer's lips as his shoulders slumped forward.

"I'm doing the best I can at the moment, Hiccup." A similar sigh left the older Viking. "Everything will be just fine. Now, go to sleep." With that, Stoick turned away and began to step in to the hall.

"Dad?" The moment the boy's voice hit the air, the man paused. "I'm gonna get a quick breath of fresh air before bed, okay?"

"Sure," His father answered, his back stilled turned to his son. "Don't stay out too long. Good night Hiccup."

"Night."

The sound of footfalls faded almost as fast as the village chief himself. The teen waited a number of moments before he heard the sound of his father's bedroom door open and shut before stepping out of his chair. With another sigh, he balanced himself before stepping to the right, where he found his Night Fury watching him with a set of wide, curious eyes. Had he been listening the whole time? Hm, what would _he_ say about all this? Hm.

"I'm gonna step out for a minute, you wanna come with?"

Faster than he could blink, the dragon released himself from his sleeping position and crawled to all fours on the wooden bedroom floor. So that was a yes? Good, if there was one thing he needed right now was alone time with his best bud. Then again, what dragon wouldn't give up the chance to go out for a walk at any spur of the moment?

"Okay, come on."

His frown turned into a small smile as he moved forward with Toothless on his heel. The two males made their way through the small home until they found themselves at the front door. Just as Hiccup reached forward to take hold of the doorknob, something in the dark caught his eye. The fist-sized hole near the entrance made him chuckle.

"_What possessed you to punch my dad's wall? He _is_ the village chief. That was pretty bold of you."_

Ah, that felt like so long ago. Problems back then didn't seem so bad looking back now. Only if he had _half_ of those issues now.

"_I'm sorry; when I get mad…I just kinda lose it. I'll fix it, I promise."_

Well, it'd been well over a year and she had yet to fix it just yet. Was she more embarrassed about coming over to patch it up or was it just that she didn't _want_ to do it? Either way it wasn't like his dad really wanted her back in the house. In fact, he'd almost chewed his beard off the morning he found her in his bed. Ah, more problems he wished he had now.

Would…she be able to fix it before she left? Was there enough time? She promised, she _had_ to fix it before she left.

No, he couldn't think that way. It wasn't certain that she was going, even if everyone else thought so. At this point he was pretty sure that only he and Rye had hopes or were thinking up ways to change this deal around. He wouldn't give up. Never.

A tap against his side made him shake his head. The rider turned away from the hole in the wall and glanced down to see his dragon nudging at his arm. Ah right, he wanted out. He was promised a walk after all.

"Sorry bud, let's get out of here for a while."

Hiccup moved his right arm back upward and latched his fingers around the doorknob. With a gentle twist and pull, the door opened. Being as careful and quiet as possible, he stepped out of the home before the reptile. After removing his body from the structure, he turned to Toothless and beckoned him forward without a word. The Night Fury submitted and followed in silence. Once the two were out, he pushed the door forward and closed it.

"Alright," Hiccup shot a smile to his partner, "A lap around the village good enough for you?"

A rumbling sound similar to a cat's chirrup was as close to a 'yes' as he was gonna get from him. So with a solid nod from both parties, the teen led the way. At least it was a nice night, hardly a cloud in the sky! Why couldn't it be nights like _this_ that Hea was working? Nights where the sky was clear, crisp and sweet. Heh, usually the shifts she worked were too cold, windy or rainy to spend the whole time with her.

From out of the corner of his eye, he saw his Night Fury stiffen and come to a complete stop. What was this about? Hiccup turned to his partner to see that the dragon had lifted his neck into the air and his nostrils had begun to twitch. Huh, smelling something unusual at this time of night? What-

His wings only flapped a single time before he sped north on all fours. Whoa, must have been something important for him to dash off like that. Better follow after him, make sure he didn't get into any trouble. Hiccup braced himself before he took off after Toothless. With the black reptile still within eyeshot, he jogged for a good ten feet before seeing that the dragon had come to a stop.

Stopping just two feet or so shy of Toothless; he broke his run into a slower walk. He focused his eyes on the ground, where the Night Fury had his head dipped. A familiar blonde ball of fur came into view and made him smile.

"Bug?" He asked, closing the gap between the two animals. "What are you doing out here?"

Hiccup watched as dog and dragon met nose to nose. They both took a silent moment to sniff one another, no doubt gathering information. Toothless broke away first, his right ear lifting while his left remained flat. The dog tilted her head to one side in response before raising her chin and releasing a yap.

Ah so they _were_ talking. Hm, that was interesting. So dogs and dragons could communicate with each other? Huh, he'd never seen this any time before then again maybe he just hadn't noticed. As long as they weren't fighting he didn't pay them much mind when they were together.

"So can I join this conversation anytime soon?" He asked aloud, his smirk growing.

A low grunt and rumble vibrated through Toothless, his attention still on the female dog at his feet. The pup stamped both front paws against the ground at this, shaking her nose back and forth. The moment her snout came to a stop, her ears fell flat against her head and she let out a whine.

"I'll take that as a no then." Hiccup pouted.

Just on the bridge of losing hope, Toothless turned around. His large yellow eyes locked with his and made him furrow his brows. What was that about? Was something _wrong_? Then again Hea was nowhere to be seen and her dog was outside alone. She wouldn't let Bug out to wander around by herself, would she? The time the ball of fluff went missing it almost caused a complete uproar! And knowing the determined sheep herder as well as he did, he knew she wouldn't let the pup out of her sight again.

"Did something bad happen?" He leaned forward, eyes moving to Bug. "Where's Hea? Is she hurt?"

The blonde canine nearly _pouted_ at the sound of her owner's name. That was a good sign…maybe? At least the dog wasn't frantic or panicking. This mini wolf _was_ known for barking her head off at the first sign of danger; or what _she_ thought was danger anyway.

_Maybe…_

"_I don't care what it is; it's not allowed to stay here when I'm here."_

"Ah," He moved closer to the fluff ball. "Dagur kicked you out, didn't he?" An unexpected laugh left his lips as he carefully bent forward.

Her large almond-shaped eyes glossed over with what looked like tears. Could dogs even cry? He wouldn't put it passed this dog even if it were impossible either way. The cute-factor had always seemed to work for her in the past; she had _perfected_ it at this point.

"Well, I can't let you just stay out here by yourself." He sighed, reaching his arm forward to touch the dog behind the ears. "You're used to the pampered life; this would be torture for you!"

Bug's small triangle-shaped ears bounced upright and the pout that seemed almost too human vanished.

"I'm guessing Hea has no idea you're out here?" He asked even if he already knew the logical answer. "Come on. You can stay with us until tomorrow." Hiccup gave the little girl a pat to the head before standing up. "I know it isn't perfect, but you've slept at our place before. You'll be fine."

The curled tail at the end of the dog began to wag back and forth. So that was a 'yes'? Good. If something happened to her during the night, he'd never forgive himself. After all, she was a young lady; she deserved to be treated with respect.

_I'm a sucker for anything with four legs. _

Act End.
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The smell of food made his stomach twitch as well as his nose. Well there was something he was not used to. But not just to wake to a meal being made but to smell food that actually seemed _good_. He took note of the potatoes first off but the scent of fresh bread came in at a close second. When was the last time he had a _decent, _hot breakfast? For her sake, it better be as good as it smelled.

Dagur allowed his eyes to open in the same moment he lifted his torso from the mattress. He took a brief moment to gather himself before swinging his legs off the edge of the bed. As his vision came into focus he spotted his armor still on the floor, in the same place and condition he'd left in during the night. Huh, she hadn't rushed in once awake and cleaned up after him? Was she _that_ lazy or just being stubborn? Either way it was a character flaw that he'd work out of her soon enough.

He lifted his chin to the sound of dishes clanking and knocking about. So much noise! Didn't she have the decency to be quiet when he was sleeping? Another bad habit to erase in the future. But in her small, unneeded and undeserving defense, there wasn't a bedroom door. Why? Of course he could ask her but he'd probably just get an answer so stupid, it'd make his right hand tingle. Best let her wallow in her ignorance while she had the chance to.

With a grunt and sigh, he pulled his body from his new bed and stood up straight. He didn't even take a moment to stretch before leaving the confides of the small bedroom and stepped through the tiny home until he found himself in the living/kitchen area of the house. At the stove she stood, moving about without any kind of hesitation or worry. Hm, pretty confident for someone who was facing a rather unforeseeable future.

At the counter sat a few different plates full of different foods. What was with this feast? It wasn't like she was expecting company, was she? She should _know_ better. Ah well, if someone did happen to show up, he could always throw them off the property with little effort.

He continued to make his way to the kitchen table without a word. He watched her back as she worked; better to get a sense of how she worked now and be prepared for the future in case she got any ideas of going hero. Apparently she had found time between waking up and cooking to change into a new outfit. Of course she had done it while was asleep but had she changed while in his bedroom or in the living room? It wasn't like it mattered now but the fact that she _could_ have attempted to hurt him in his sleep made his skin crawl.

_Why didn't she?_

It would have been easy. It was something to think about anyway.

"Morning." The sound of her voice made him stiffen for a second. So she heard him enter the area?

Instead of a verbal reply he grunted and found a seat at the small rounded table. He wasn't required to reply, in fact she should be happy that she was allowed to speak when not spoken or ordered to. In the short time he'd been on Berk she hadn't made any rude remarks in his presence so there wasn't any need to punish her, _yet_.

"How did you sleep?" She spoke again, almost like she was actually interested.

Before responding, Dagur glanced away from the cook's back and to the couch she had slept on. Out of the corner of his eye the thrashing of a blonde ball of fluff had caught his attention. There the creature he had thrown out the night before lay, on her back rolling about in her bed. How? He narrowed his eyes, taking mental note that she was unharmed and looked relatively happy given the night she no doubt spent outdoors.

Did the dog come scratching at the front door? Maybe that woke her up. But if that was true, why hadn't the girl started off the morning by screaming her head off? After all, she seemed so determined to keep the dog indoors.

"_If I'm gonna come with you, Bug is too."_

"_I'm willing to fight for it."_

Well, if she wasn't going to mention it, he wouldn't either. And if she did sometime later, he'd put her in her place and show her who was in charge. Could it be that she had gotten the message sometime after that confrontation and changed her mind? It was possible. He'd find out for sure one way or another.

"As well as I could, seeing as I'm on _Berk_." He returned his focus to her and answered her question.

"Hungry?" Hea asked, now turning away from the stove and to the counter.

"I am sitting here, aren't I? And that is why you're working for me."

For a second she paused whatever she was doing. Was she holding her tongue or scared? He watched after the moment passed as her shoulders lifted and then fell like she had sighed. What was that about? He fought back the urge to demand an answer while she grabbed two full plates from the counter and turned to the table. She stepped toward him and dropped the dishes in the center of the wooden structure before turning on her heel and repeating the process. This time around she placed one empty plate in front of him and one at the opposite end of the table.

So she was planning to eat with him, eh? And seeing as she only had _two_ empty plates meant that she wasn't expecting any company. Good, the last thing he needed was to put up with Berk scum first thing in the morning. This was _his_ house now and only with his permission would someone like _Hiccup_ would be allowed inside.

A clank of yet another ceramic plate caught his eye. On the dish sat a kind of food he'd never seen before. A stack of round, steaming discs made him cock a red brow. What the hell was that? He was no food expert by far but he knew common breakfast foods when he saw them and this wasn't something he'd seen before.

"What is that?" He asked, jerking his chin in the direction of the golden circles.

The cook paused just after dropping said plate she turned to him. "The flapjacks?"

"If I don't know what they _are_, how would I know what they were _called_?" His lifted brow tightened into a scowl.

She allowed her large brown eyes rolled after placing a single disc to his empty plate. "You can't tell me you've never had flapjacks." She stood straight and moved her right hand to her hip. "You know hotcakes, pancakes, griddlecakes?"

His narrowed his stare even further. "No." He then proceeded to cross his arms across his chest. "Is this one of those 'freak of nature' things that you city people eat? Berserkers don't eat cake in the morning."

"You've never had one?" Her look of frustration faded as well as her arm from her hip. What was with the sudden look of sadness? "You poor thing."

Before he could say any more, she reached across the table and grabbed the nearby butter dish. She tore off the lid and only stopping to grab a knife, dapped the utensil in the lard before returning her attention to him. Hea wiped the condiment across the cake in a single swoop and once finished, took the knife and plucked a second flapjack from the center plate. She mirrored her last actions in the same fashion before reaching out once again until her hand came to glass bottle. Her delicate hand twisted the cap from the container before she moved on and drizzled his food with a thick syrup.

By the smell of it he could tell it was maple. Maple syrup, the sugary confection used to make candy in the winter? What was she doing?

"Now," The younger female spoke in a tone he hadn't heard from her since being in her home. "Since you're new to this, I'm not gonna add too much syrup to your 'jacks. A lot of people are really picky about how much they add." What was she yammering on about this for? "I don't want to drench them so I'm just gonna put on a bit, if you want more the syrup's right here. My mom always said you could always add more to something, but never remove it once it's been done. The same law applies here!"

Was she really losing herself in her own little pathetic world? Did her focus always revolve around cooking? How disappointing and sad. Could this woman get anymore dull? He continued to watch her face as she pulled away from the table with a rather wide smile on her features. So she wasn't faking it? She was actually enjoying this?

"Do you always blab on like that?" Dagur spoke out, lip lifted.

Almost instantly her smile dropped and a deep familiar frown returned. "Yes, it's one of my better traits in fact."

"We're gonna hafta work on that then." He removed his arms from his chest and extended his hands toward the fork and knife in front of him.

Out of the corner of his eye he watched as her arms became stiff at her sides and hands clenched. Ah, so he was getting under her skin? Just how long was it going to take before she snapped? When would her mouth get the better of her and her manners vanish? It would be an interesting conversation when it _did_ finally happen.

With a slight shrug of his massive shoulders, he dove into his food, fork and knife first. He had no problems with the cakes as his utensils pressed into them. They were lighter and fluffier than he expected. And as he cut out a single triangle-shaped piece of food he took note of the softness. Was it even possible for food to be soft and worth eating at the same time? While he had never even heard of this kind of meal, it didn't _look_ too bad. At least the smell of the maple sap was intriguing enough.

He lifted the food to his mouth and took a bite. Again more softness, fluffiness but the tingle of sugar on his tongue made him twitch. Sugar? Sure, he was aware the any kind of syrup would contain a lot of the white stuff but _this_ much just in _one_ bite? It was almost like eating candy! In fact, it was very similar to the ginger candy she had given him the night before! What kind of person would pack in so much _sugar_ in the morning?

"So?" Hea asked in a light tone.

He took a second to swallow the food in his mouth before shooting the 'chef' another glare. "What is this? It's so sweet!" Dagur then dropped his fork to the table. "This is dessert, not breakfast! It's no wonder you're so tired at the end of the day, it's because you've crashed after eating this junk!"

At first her eyebrows arched to the top of her forehead and her mouth opened like she was shocked but then her face twisted into an unappealing grimace. Her clenched hands tightened into fists and her body became ridged with anger. Ah, a sore spot? Hm.

"How _dare_ you!" The dam of patience and fake smiles finally gave way. "My food is not _junk_! I go out of my way to make a huge breakfast for you and _that's_ the way you thank me?! You're just saying that because you aren't used to eating flapjacks, so of course they'd seem sweet at first! You don't know everything!" Her shoulders went stiff as she yelled loud enough to make his ears ring.

Shouting? At him? This early in the morning? Not to mention the utter disrespect of telling him what he did and didn't know. There was no way this woman; this _girl_ was going to speak to him like that. He was the leader of the Berserker tribe! She was lucky to be alive with a mouth like that! He'd chosen _her_ out of everyone else on the lame excuse for an island to work for _him_. She should be _grateful_.

Dagur let his knife hit the table below him before he pushed backward in his chair. Waiting until he had enough space, he lifted himself from his seat and turned to his chef. As he grew several inches above her, she appeared to shrink slightly. He moved in to her regardless of any look of remorse appearing on her face.

"You work for me." He said in a flat and strong tone. "Your _job_ is to make me food, _good_ food. If I ask you to make me mountains of food and I don't even give it a second glance, then that's how it's gonna be." He ducked down, coming into even closer contact with her and proceeded to extend the index finger of his right hand and shove it into her shoulder, "_You're_ only purpose in life now is to make _me_," His hand pulled back and he jabbed his thumb into his own chest, "Meals and if I say it's junk, then it's junk. _Get it_?"

Hea's bottom lip pulled into her mouth while her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink. It didn't matter if she was embarrassed or even upset at this point, his word was law now. Just as his right arm fell back to his side, her head ducked between her shoulders.

"It's not junk."

Was she _still_ talking?! Even when he was in her face and making physical contact she continued to fight back! Wasn't his warning enough to shut her up?! He could tell by the look on her face that she was scared, terrified even but she _still_ had enough courage to talk back!

Fine. If she was going to be that way, two could play at that game. He took a single step away from the girl and turned back to the round table. With his left hand he reached out and took hold of the plate of flapjacks and held it in front of his chest. In a seamless fashion he moved the dish from his left palm into his right then looked at her. Making sure to stare her squarely in the eyes, he jerked his right limb outward. The plate full of food left his fingers in an instant, flying across the room until it shattered against the opposing wall in the living room.

"Junk."

The female turned at the sound of the ceramic dish hitting the wall and gawked at the leaking, sticky breakfast mess on the floor for a good thirty seconds before looking back in his direction. Her brows now touched the top of her forehead and her lips parted in shock. The slight redness that had appeared on her cheeks darkened and now gathered just below her eyes.

"How _could_ you?" She asked, voice now shaken and feeble. Where had all the fiery anger and passion go? "I spent so much time on that." Her eyes fell away from him and she reached toward the table and lifted an empty plate to her chest. "It was one of a kind."

Dagur felt his right eyebrow lift as the younger woman clenched the dish to her bust. What? It was just a plate! It could be replaced, besides she had plenty more! Had she made these plates by hand or something? Hell, even if she had they were still just tableware, there wasn't any good reason to be upset.

"I made that and it took a really long time." Her large brown eyes moved back to him. "Sure, there are plenty more but that one was unique!" A sudden depth in her voice made him stiffen. "It took me weeks to make it as perfect as possible! You have no idea how much time, effort and love I put into making it! There'll never be one like that again!"

All this drama…over a plate? He staggered for a half a second.

"You're so ungrateful!"

"It's a _plate_." Dagur crossed his arms over his chest and narrowed his stare.

"Not the plate, the flapjack!"

_What? What the…?_

Hea pulled the dish away from her chest and moved her arms well above her head. With a single swiping motion she threw the object to the ground. The off-white serving dish smashed upon contact, small sharp shards of pottery flying in every other direction.

"Of course they're sweet! They're _supposed_ to be sweet!" She began to shout again, this time loud enough to make the entire home shake. "I spent weeks and weeks perfecting that recipe until it was just right! It was superior to every other recipe because _I made it_!"

The tribe leader felt his arms go numb as they dropped from his upper body. His face twisted as the crazed girl stormed away from his side, pacing back and forth. What in Thor's name was she ranting about now? This was even stupider then being upset about the broken dish, she was throwing a fit about a _flapjack_.

"If you tried anyone else's flapjacks, you'd see where I'm coming from! Everyone else's are dry and _tasteless_. And I know what you're gonna say, 'that's what the maple syrup is for' but that's WRONG!" She paused and brought her fisted hands to her chest. "If your flapjacks are flavorless then all you're gonna taste is the syrup! And if I wanted to taste only the syrup then I'd just _eat_ the syrup! What would be the point of making the 'jacks?!"

_This girl is crazy._

"There _wouldn't be one_." Hea's hands rattled in front of her body, rant not yet finished. "I made that recipe so the flapjacks would be good enough to eat alone, without syrup if need be! That's why they're sweet! Because they have _flavor_."

Again for the countless time that morning, Dagur felt his eyebrow lift. He took a second to look at her from head to toe and back again. "You're nuts."

Hea's body relaxed the moment he spoke, her arms hitting her sides and fingers falling free. She stood up straight and composed herself. "If making good food makes me nuts, then yes. Yes I am."

The Berserker leader felt a heavy sigh leave his lungs and lips. He took a number of steps backward until he found his chair and took a seat. Across the dining area he watched as his personal chef fall back against a kitchen counter. So that was it? Was she finished? Was _he_ finished for that matter?

"The rest of the food's getting cold." The sound of her strained voice echoed through the home.

Was she insisting he eat? Even after the shouting match they'd just had? Then again if she was that possessive about the flapjacks then how did she feel about everything else on the table? While the statement was true and he had said earlier that he wouldn't eat cold food, something about what she'd just said sounded too much like an order.

"You expect me to eat this food? I don't see any meat here." He rested his arms on the table, eyes scanning over the fried potatoes, fresh bread, muffins and remaining flapjacks.

"I used everything I had last night in the stew." She exhaled. "The only thing I have left is the bacon Rye's been saving."

"Make it."

"But it's not mine. I'll go and get more later, I promise."

His hands clenched. "Unless you want more of a mess to clean up, you will go and make it."

The short-haired woman tilted her head back as if she were tired or fed up and groaned. With a solid push off the stone counter, she stood up straight and parted from the area. He'd seen that look on her the night before when she 'gave up' and just did as told. So, as long as she was following orders that's all that mattered.

She'd break soon but reforming her by dinner would make a new record for him.

Act End.


	37. Act Thirty Seven

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Twelve

Rye felt a sigh pass her lips just as she came within reaching distance of her own home. This was too weird, having to come back to her _own_ house after spending the night away. Sure, she could sum it up to having to endure some kind of strange, awkward and tireless sleepover at a friend's house but after the night she had with Snotlout, comparing it to a slumber party was insulting.

Between all of the uncomfortable silences turned conversations, the abrupt parental 'check ups' from Spitelout, having to spend the night in the basement and the very random yet heated argument they shared in the wee-hours of the morning was just too much. In the end it didn't even feel like she'd gotten any rest at all!

_Today is gonna be one of those days…_

At least she had a pretty interesting story for Hea when they had the time to gossip. That was assuming they'd have _time_ to talk, her new employer seemed like a real hardass. After all, he _was_ the one who threw Bug out in the middle of the night! If it hadn't been for Hiccup, who knows what could have happened to the little dog. She only happened upon the crippled boy after leaving her 'party' for a fresh round of air, sometime after the awkwardness then argument. And when she did run into him earlier that morning he filled her in on everything that'd happened hours before.

They had both agreed to sneak the fluffy canine back into the house before the cook woke up. Heaven knows that she'd throw a royal fit if she found out exactly what happened. Was she buying Dagur extra time, time he didn't deserve, from not being shouted at? Sure but they didn't need to start a war just yet. Not before she and Hiccup could come up with a plan good enough to get Hea out of this mess.

The dragon nurse felt her mind fall at ease as her Terrible Terror crawled down from the top of her head down to her left shoulder. At least Phobos was there for her last night, if she had to go that whole sleepover alone, she would have caved for sure!

With a smirk growing on her lips, Rye lifted the back of her hand to the front door and banged her knuckles twice against the wood. Why the hell she felt the need to knock on her own door was ridiculous but it was better to be safe than sorry, right? Thank goodness her manners evaded her last night when she just unlocked the door with her key. Why Dagur _locked_ the door was still a mystery, hell it wasn't like Bug was going to be able to open an _un_locked door anyway.

She waited a moment before popping open the heavy, swollen wood door. The clash of plates and silverware caught her ears first, at least hearing that meant they were both still in one piece. Hm, why weren't they talking? Did they get into a fight or _were_ fighting? Shit. It wasn't exactly normal for Hea to be quiet in the morning, especially given that she was cooking.

The eldest sister entered the room, her eyes searching for her best friend first. She found her within a matter of seconds, in the kitchen, cleaning the dishes. Hea's head whipped up the moment she took a step inside then the sound of her dropping whatever she held between her fingers echoed through the house.

"Rye!" She squealed and bounced away from the sink.

Said woman allowed her arms to open just as the younger girl flung herself into her chest. Hea latched her fingers to the back of her shirt the moment they connected. Whoa, what was that about? Was she just tired or tired of _him_? Well, at least she wasn't crying, right? _And_ she did happen to have all four limbs intact, another good sign.

"Morning." Rye smirked and closed her arms around her sis.

"How was your night?" Hea asked, her grip lessening and soon falling away. "Did Snot give you trouble or what?"

"It's something we're gonna have to gossip about later for sure."

"Oh!" She pulled away enough for the nurse to get a good look at her sister's tired expression. "Sounds good, we can talk later. How about we go out or something?"

That sounded just amazing! Heaven knew since _he_ showed up on the island everything had been tense. The first thing she needed was some good alone time with her bestie. Just the two of them to sit down and talk about everything that had happened over the last lonely night; that would be perfect!

"You feel good enough to make some food?" Rye asked, allowing her arms to once again hit her sides. "Maybe we can go out to eat? Like on the beach."

"A picnic sounds so good right now." Hea slumped forward while a lethargic smile cracked along her cheeks. "Chicken sandwiches with my special sauce? I can do that."

"Sounds just lovely." The sarcastic tone from the man across the room made the older female flinch. Gah, just when she forgot he was there for the shortest second, he jumped back into her memory!

"How are you Phobos?"

Rye watched as her best friend turned her focus to the tiny dragon that sat on her shoulders. Hea reached up to the reptile with a single finger extended and when she was just centimeters away from his snout, she paused. Waiting for the Terror to react first, the baker waited for the moment Phobos sniffled her extremity and knocked her forehead against Hea's finger. Once accepted, the youngest female proceeded to pet the dragon with the rest of her hand.

"Did you take care of Rye?"

The tiny green baby chirped.

"Good."

"For someone who 'hates' dragons you sure are friendly with that piece of trash." The sound of a mug hitting the kitchen table made both girls glance upward. Finished with his meal (and making certain to leave the mess for Hea) Dagur stood up.

"Watch it." Rye threw a hiss in the older male's direction.

"Or else what?" He smirked, cocking his head to the left. "You'll sic your flying lizard on me?"

To reply or to let it go? Decisions, decisions. The option of really letting him have it came to her mind but just the idea of what he could do in retaliation made her freeze mentally. Would it be worth it to make him angry with a few smart words? Would making him angry send him to a crazed fit where he destroyed everything in sight? Ugh! Why was he so unpredictable?

_Best play it safe. For now._

"Hea," Rye looked back up to her taller, yet younger sister. "Did everything go okay last night? Nothing…_happened_?"

"We had a pretty quiet night." The tired girl said with a slow nod. "Had stew. There's still some on the stove if you want any."

Whoa, she was either really out of it or really 'whipped into shape' by the Berserker leader that stood in the dining area. Odds were she was just tired but it still didn't make her nerves any less wracked. After all the last forty-eight hours had been pretty hectic.

"Nah, I'm good. Did you eat breakfast yet?"

"Not yet."

"Get to it." Rye said with a half smirk and hardy pat to her sister's back.

With a quick salute Hea turned on her heel and made a beeline for the kitchen. With that taken care of it, the gardener stepped further into the home, eyes on Dagur the entire time; after all it wasn't like he'd earned her trust yet. Just because he managed _one night_ without ripping his sister apart didn't mean he was worthy of her trust! He was gonna hafta do a lot more than that to get her on his side. After the last stunt he pulled, he had a lot to make up for.

Almost like he could read her mind, he kept his eyes on her just as she did on him. Only he had a devilish smirk equipped on his cheeky face. He _wanted_ her to say something, she knew that much. He wanted to her to mess up and give him an excuse to do something despicable. He wasn't as slick as he liked to think; in fact he was easier to read than Snot. Maybe because he was just as stupid and twice as cocky as the shorter black-haired male.

Just as she came to the end of the table, opposite of Dagur, she narrowed her eyes and crossed her arms over her bust. At that moment, he released his arms from his chest and let them fall to his sides. More games, great. Just before she could part her lips to speak she watched as he moved his right hand outward to the table. Once there he extended his digits to his near empty breakfast plate and grabbed at the single piece of bacon that sat on the plate.

Wait a second! That was _her_ bacon! The bacon she'd been _saving_! Rye felt her drop open all the while he continued to move the piece of meat in to his mouth, in slow motion almost like he was teasing her!

"HEY!" She barked loud enough to startle the tiny dragon on her shoulders. "I was saving that!"

"What?" He asked, moving what food he had chewed to the right side of his mouth, "This?"

"Yes! How—" Rye spun around, to see her sister leaving the stove with a plate in hand. "Hea! He's eating my bacon! Please tell me you didn't give him all of it!"

"Nope," The sound of his deeper voice made her whirl back around. "There's still _this_ left." He then proceeded to wiggle the small bite of pig still trapped between his fingers. "What? Do you _want _it Were you _saving_ it?"

"Hea!"

"I'm sorry," The cook let her head hang just a tad. "He threatened to throw more of my food against the wall if I didn't cook it. I'll replace it, I promise."

"He _WHAT_?!" By this point Phobos had left her shoulder and crawled over toward the couch, no doubt to find some kind of shelter.

"He didn't like my flapjacks so they ended up on that wall," She removed her right hand from the bottom of her plate and pointed toward the southern wall with her finger. "Bug got most of the syrup but I was able to rub most of the stain out."

Like someone had pulled her strings, Rye turned around and looked across the room to said disaster area. At about waist height was a perfect round circle where, without a doubt, the pancake had landed. And while all the mess like plate shards and sticky syrup were long gone, the fury growing in her gut almost made her explode. How could he _do_ such a thing?! It went beyond rude and nasty it was just plain…_evil_.

No, she couldn't get mad now. She had to let this go! Just for now, just until they could work this shit out! Get the bastard off their island and get back to normal life. She could _do this_.

"How _unfortunate._" Rye gulped hard and clenched her jaw. "I hope this doesn't _happen again_." She spoke through her grinding teeth, her eyes landing squarely on the cause of the problem. "Let's all try to get _along_, okay?"

"But back to this delicious bacon," Dagur spoke out again, grabbing all the eyes in the room. "Did you want this last sliver? I wouldn't be a very gracious guest if I didn't offer you at least _some_."

Rye's front teeth bit down on her bottom lip. "No thank you."

"What?" He leaned inward, using his left hand to cup his left ear. "Did you say something little mouse?"

_Little mouse?!_ How dare he?! _Keep it together Rye, keep it together. For Hea's sake._

"Is that really necessary?" Hea shot a glare in the male's direction, one that made the Berserker return to his normal, pouty stance. "Come on, you know that's not okay. Don't do that."

"You're talking back to _me_?" He fought back, nearly spitting his question at her more like a demand.

Time to break this shit up now. Before it got any worse! "I said 'no thank you'." Rye spoke louder this round, loud enough to catch the madman's attention. He looked back at her with a rather satisfied look on his stupid face.

"I'm sorry to hear that. But ah well, it's your choice." One lazy shrug later, he opened his yap and proceeded to shovel _her_ bacon down his piehole. Fucking jerk.

"I hope it at least tasted good."

"Oh, I was supposed to _taste_ it?" A single crimson brow lifted on the man's sharp features. "I just horked it down, you see that's what food's for."

That's it! Totally it, done, over with, finished, and the end! This was the last straw; she couldn't go on like this, letting him think he was the king of the fucking world! She had to let him know that _no one_ liked him and _no one_ wanted him! He wasn't some great person; he was a lowlife, selfish, greedy, bastard child!

"Hea," Rye looked to see her sister a fourth of the way done with her meal. "Do you mind taking Bug outside for a minute? I have to talk to Dagur _alone_."

"O…kay." Hea dropped both her fork and knife. "This isn't anything bad, is it? All I need is you two fighting."

"It's gonna be fine, I promise." She watched her sister leave the chair at the table and stroll over toward the front door. "I just want to talk and I don't want to stress you out. Please."

The taller female inhaled a deep breath via her nostrils before giving a shallow nod. "Come on Bug, out."

Taking the hint the sheep herder gathered her pup and together they met at the front door. Hea popped open the frame and exited the home with Bug. Rye waited for the moment the door shut to stop and turn to the male standing about five feet away. By this point he had taken both of his arms and once again tied them to his wide chest. The look of displeasure had come over his features, leaving her to assume that he knew a scolding was coming. He looked like such a kid standing there with that pouted lip. Was that the look he gave Oswald when the agreeable man had something to punish Dagur about?

"Now what is this about?" He huffed, was he anxious about what she had to say? 

"You know you have a lot of nerve." Rye felt the tenseness in her jaw give way as she began speaking in a normal tone. "Coming around here and treating my sister like that. How dare you throw her food around like garbage? Her food means everything to her."

"It wasn't good enough." He grunted, taking any break between her words to speak his own.

"I don't care if it was the nastiest food you've ever eaten." She broke in when she had the chance before he could get anything else in. "You have no idea what she's done for you."

"HER?" His right arm broke free from his chest and pointed at the door her sister had just gone through. "That _girl_? What in THOR'S name did that little thing done for me? She makes a decent stew if that's what you're saying."

"If you haven't noticed, she's the only one here."

"Of _course_ she is." His green eyes rolled. "I asked that she would be the only one here, I didn't want some stupid Hooligan camp out in _my_ living room."

"That's not what I meant."

"Do tell."

"No one wants you here." Even though it was true and she was mad enough to scream the statement from the top of the highest peak of Berk, the words still stung coming out. But only because it was the one thing she was sure she wouldn't want to hear on the opposite end.

"Don't you think I—"

"No." For the first time _ever_, she interrupted the older boy. "_No one_ wants _you_ here. You aren't wanted here ever, get it? You've done some really terrible things and endangered a lot of people's lives in the process. And because of that, no one likes you."

He went silent.

"I'm not a Viking so I'm not a violent person and I think that I tend to often forgive but…" Her heart slammed in her chest cavity. "I can't forgive this. I was willing to give you a second chance when it came to the whole 'dragon thing' because it didn't hurt my sister. She wasn't here for that."

He began more ridged the further she carried on, his arms crossing over his chest once again.

"But you came back. You took our house, kicked Bug out last night, and disrespected her by throwing her food but most of all you're taking her _away_." The dragon nurse could feel her eyes burning, just aching to cry. "And you know _what_? She vouched for you."

His eyebrows lifted slightly, almost as if he were interested in what he was hearing. At least that meant he was listening.

"Even though you did so many cruel things, not only to the dragons but to her, she still wanted to give _you_ a chance. She told everyone when you were in your meeting that we should give you a shot and _trust_ you." Her hands clenched at her sides. "That we should give you the benefit of the doubt."

"_You guys gave dragons a chance. Even when we thought they were monsters. We should give him a shot too."_

"She sympathized with you because she doesn't like dragons either. She's the only person here who has faith and trust in you but only because she wasn't here to see what you did. Then you _disrespect _her. How _dare_ you?"

"_It's hard. It's really hard to come home and have _everything_ you ever known and believed in flip upside down. One day dragons are evil, terrible monsters and the next… it's all different."_

"Stoick isn't stupid and neither am I. I know what you're trying to do." Rye released the grip of her fists and took in a deep breath. "You can try but it's not gonna work."

Silence. Was all of this sinking in? Deep, deep inside her heart she wanted this to sink in. She wanted him to hear what she was saying and maybe take his stupid ass back home. Maybe if he had a warning now that his plan was whack he, if he was smart, would turn tail and run. But her head knew better.

Her head knew that he wouldn't take this as a warning; he'd take it like a challenge. He'd want to prove her wrong. He was going to do his damnedest to prove he was the best and destroy Berk. Her head knew that for certain. Either way in the end it didn't matter what he said or did because they'd stop him. He wouldn't get far because _she_ had faith in the people she cared about.

"And your point _is_?"

The sound of him replying made her stomach drop. And of course there went her hope that anything wise she said had sunk in.

"Just don't do that again, don't disrespect her again." Rye lifted her right hand and pointed at him. "Think about what she's done for you and treat her the way she deserves to be treated. Other than that, enjoy your stay while you can."

"Oh, I intend to. Thank you."

Act End.


	38. Act Thirty Eight

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Thirteen

He left the stillness and silence of his temporary home only to have his eardrums ring with the instant, irritating, annoying, glass-shattering sounds of _Hiccup_ and his pathetic group of friends chatting like a flock of senseless chickens. Why in Thor's name did they have to gather around the front of _his_ home? Temporary or not, this was _his_ property for the time being.

Of course there _was_ the option of hammer throwing them across the village one by one but was that really productive? Not if he wanted to stay in their good graces. He was smarter than them, much smarter and he wasn't going to fall into something as stupid as to foil his own plan. Act one had gone through without a hitch and neither would act two.

Dagur moved out from the door frame of the tiny home and into the mid-morning sun. How much longer was this sun and heat going to last? When was the last time any island in the region had such a long heat wave? Great, just another reason for Hiccup and his band of idiots to get under his skin even faster. And it wasn't even noon yet!

He mentally shrugged off the idea of the day becoming any hotter by stepping by the group of peahens. For whatever odd reason they had gathered around the front left side of the house. The Berserker leader squinted his eyes and narrowed in on the object of attention. Hea's four-eyed sister sat with her back against the brink home, yucking it up with the majority of the sorry excuses for Vikings.

What could _she_ possibly have to say that would bear any interest? From what he had gathered about her she used most of her day _reading_ or _writing_ or _gardening _or even _caring_ for that pathetic dragon. How boring. Ah well, as long as they were talking to her, it meant that they weren't planning anything against him.

_BORED._

With a grunt he stepped passed them and headed straight for the white chair located on the right side of the house. He was sure he'd heard one of Hiccup's dorks say that this was _'Hea's chair'_ like that made a difference in whether he wanted to sit in it. What? Was she going to come stomping out of the kitchen demanding she leave his seat? Psh, yeah right. Although seeing her _try_ would be a treat. More interesting than the shipwreck playing in front of him anyway.

"So Rye, what are you doing today? You're not working, right?" Hiccup's idiot of a cousin said as he stood right in front of the girl.

"Nah, I got plans actually." The long haired brunette answered with a weak smile. Huh, was she nervous or something?

"Aw, what?" The smaller male groaned and dropped his arms from chest-level.

"What, you got a boyfriend or something now?" Tuffnut laughed, being one of the three to invade the woman's personal space.

She flinched. "That's none of your business!" The older female fought back with more venom than he would have expected of her. Huh, was this where Hea got all of her spirit?

The blonde twin hummed for a short second before opening her big yap, "Oh, you're gonna leave us out of it then?" Ruffnut leaned into the four-eyed female at her side.

Rye lifted her right hand to her pink face and pushed back her hair. What the heck was she blushing for? It wasn't like that twin-man-child was right about her having a boyfriend. Was it? Ugh, it wasn't like it mattered anyway. Was this what the citizens of Berk did all day? Gossip?! There had to be something more interesting to do and this god forsaken dump.

A loud grunt broke his concentration. Dagur lifted his chin and flickered his vision north only to have a golden pair of eyes staring back at him. Hiccup's tamed Night Fury shot him a look that almost made him laugh. Oh, so the little dragon wanted to fight did he? Either that or he wanted to make sure to send the message that Berserkers were not welcome on Berk, clear. Well, that much was obvious. He didn't need some stupid reptile to remind him.

A second huff forced his eyes to bounce away from the Night Fury and to the right. At the black dragon's side sat the Deadly Nadder that belonged to Hiccup's little girlfriend. Oh so they were cahoots were they? Cute.

"I'm spending the day with Hea, if you have to know." Rye's smooth tone caught his interest once again. "We're going to the beach to have a picnic."

"Oh!" Snothat, or whatever he wanted to call himself, protested first. "Can we come?!"

The sound of his voice must have caught her off guard because the moment his pitch lifted, her shoulders tensed and she moved backward as far as possible before the wall prevented her from moving any further.

"Uh…" Her pink cheeks took on a deep shade of red.

"Come oooooon," Tuff whined as he moved into the woman as well. "We want food. We haven't had any of Hea's sandwiches in forever."

"This is supposed to be just for her and I." Rye's eyebrows flipped and an awkward smile cracked along her features. "A kind of sister-sister…thing."

"Hey, I'm a sister!" Ruff scooted in toward the defenseless female. "That means I can come right?"

"_Well_…"

"Don't be like that." Tuffnut curled his upper lip just as his arms crossed over his skinny chest. "We _always _invite you when we…do stuff. Whenever we do stuff. You know, even the boring… stuff."

"Yeah!" His follower of a sister added. "Don't be so stingy with your sandwiches!"

"Hey guys, come on. I think is supposed to be a family thing, leave Rye alone." From several feet across from them, Astrid piped up in her usual manner. What was she the boss of everyone or something?

"What, now were _not_ family?" Tuff directed his next plan of attack to the female leader of the losers. "After _all_ we've been through!"

While twin idiot number one complained like some kind of girl, Dagur looked back to Hea's sister. The stiffness of her shoulders had eased away and instead she slumped forward. She wasn't actually feeling _bad_ about saying 'no', was she? It was about time someone told those spoiled brats 'no'! Things always came easy for them; they wouldn't have survived a single day as a Berserker!

"Astrid's right guys; Rye and Heather haven't had a lot of time to themselves. We can go next time. Probably." Hiccup voiced his 'holy' opinion next, whether or not it would do any good, he'd see in the next few seconds.

"But we haven't hung out in like forever." Snothat whined once _again_, this time directing his guilt toward the drained female.

"I just spent the night at your house." Rye responded, the vigor in her tone going away by half.

"But that was business!" He bit back, his bellyaching taking all the previous strength from Rye's refusal. "This is for fun. There's a huge difference."

She wasn't just going to give in, was she? Gah, where did the good old fashion Viking command go in these youngsters? Sure, Hea and Hea's sister weren't Vikings by birth but they'd been around the Hooligans long enough to know when so stand up and bark. This was just sad.

"Come on Fishlegs," Tuffnut glanced over his right shoulder, eyes landing on the biggest member of their pack. "Back us up. We need another vote here."

"What?" Snot-face turned and shot a glare at the long haired blond. "We already have three votes. We're ahead!"

"So _my_ vote doesn't count?" Rye's expression dropped.

"Nah, you already get to go!" Ruff smirked, leaning even more so into the older woman. "And besides, Snotlout, your vote doesn't count either."

"Hey! Why not?!"

A snort-like laugh came from the male twin and grabbed the surrounding eyes. "'Cause if you _do_ come, you'll end up eating twice as much as anyone."

"That's not fair!" The smaller boy stamped his right leg and balled his hands at his sides. "I'm a growing boy, I need more food! Look at these pecs." And in the most unflattering manner, Snothat proceed to grab the ends of his shirt like he was going to lift it up.

"No!" Ruff's thin arms crossed over her eyes. "Avert your eyes children!"

"Is this _really_ necessary?" Hiccup chimed in from his side of the 'playground', his words halting any further movement from his cousin. "We shouldn't tagalong. Fishlegs," He paused, turning to the new subject of interest. "Tell them you don't want to go and let's end all of this."

Dagur's green eyes flickered in the big boy's direction. The tall blond stopped, almost like he had to think about his decision. He moved his left arm across his chest and balanced his right elbow on his stationary wrist. With his right hand, his stroked his chin. What the hell was taking so long? It was either a 'yes' or 'no'! Well, it was going to end up being a 'no' for all of them eventually, seeing as Hea was going to throw out the idea as soon as she came outside.

_What's taking that girl so long?_

She'd put an end to this. From what he'd seen, she wasn't one to put up with these kid's shi-

"I think my vote's gonna go with Snotlout and the twins on this one." Fishlegs turned to Hiccup with a half-smile.

"What?" Astrid lifted a brow. "You're supposed to be on our side, the _reasonable_ side!"

"But you know Tuff's right. We haven't had any good food from Hea in a while and it's been two hours since breakfast." Fishlegs allowed his arms to hit his sides.

"Really?" Hiccup frowned.

"Hey, I'm not gonna lie here."

"So anyway," Tuffnut turned back to Rye, his eyes wide and smile growing. "We're coming with you! Our votes win! It's official now, there's no going back."

"Come on Rye, pleeeeeeeease?" Snothat moved back in toward the eldest female, wearing a sorry look on his pathetic face.

"I…" The four-eyed female hesitated. "I don't…I mean…ugh geez."

Before the woman could finish the sound of footsteps at the front doorway of the tiny home forced Dagur turn away from the teenage drama. Sighing and with her hand in her hair, Hea stepped out of the frame and into the sun. The area grew quiet after she took a single step into the grassy ground. Taking note of the sudden silence, the female flinched, finished running her fingers through her locks and gazed upward.

"What?" She asked, eyes bounced back and forth.

The moment Hea's brown eyes landed on the group of three Viking teens surrounded around her sister, her face tightened. Her heavy brows darted down and she shot a glare toward the offending trio. "Guys, back off Rye. Give the woman some air."

Huh. Dagur felt his arms come across his chest. What was this about? Why was she being so subtle with those idiots? She wore her usual scowl but her voice was unusually calm. What was her problem? She wasn't going to use the same old 'I'm tired' excuse again, was she?

_These people have never worked a real day in their lives._

"We heard about the picnic and we wanna come!" Snothat explained as he and the twins did as told and backed away from the nurse. "Can we?"

The strain on Hea's face fell away almost in an instant, leaving her right eyebrow cocked and bottom lip tilted. "What? No, this picnic was for Rye and I only."

_Good._

"But we really want to come," Ruffnut batted her eyes. "We want to hang out with you guys! You know like the old days!"

"_Old days_?" Rye's tone lifted just a bit. "Like last week?"

"Exactly!"

"You know you want us to come." Tuffnut leaned forward and shot a smirk at the short-haired chef. Almost like he was trying to appeal to her. "We're the life of the party. It'd be boring without us!"

Instead of giving an answer, Hea looked away from the Vikings and to her sister. From the angle she was standing he could only see the back side of her face but her body remained loose. Huh, she wasn't actually considering letting those fools come along, was she? No! She had more pride than that! He'd seen it for himself!

"_It's not junk."_

Then again. There had been times where she hadn't put up any fight. This _couldn't_ be one of those times.

"_I've had a really, really long and unforgiving day so I'm not going to fight right now." _

"Hea, we won't go if you don't want us too." Astrid's voice caught the younger sister's attention. "We understand that. _Right_ guys?"

"Speak for yourself." Tuffnut muttered under his breath.

"But your sandwiches are _so_ good!" Snot-whatever clapped his hands together. "We're _dying_ for your food! It's your duty as a chef to feed people, isn't it?"

Hea pouted both lips and narrowed her eyes at the dark-haired shrimp. "Cheeky little rat."

"So," He leaned in, smirk on his face now stretching from ear to ear. "Is that a yes?"

She paused for a second, taking in breath of air loud enough to be heard by anyone within close distance. She was really thinking about this? Ugh, no. While in her moment silence, she lifted both of her arms to her chest and crossed them. Her fingertips clenched the clothes they touched and she proceeded to shift her weight to left leg.

"We don't have all day!" Tuff snapped, losing all of his 'gentleman' charm by throwing his arms into the air.

"That isn't helping." Hea's shoulders stiffened.

With her head shaking in the slightest way, the girl cook moved her eyes away from the blond dimwit and over toward her sister. In the same instance, Rye turned to her. They both remained still for a prolonged second; staring at one another almost like they were talking in silence. The two girls hadn't come up with some super-secret way of communicating, had they? Was that some sort of battle strategy or something? Hm, it was something to keep in mind either way.

"Rye?"

The oldest female of the group inhaled via her nose just like her younger sister had done a moment earlier. As she exhaled through her mouth, the ends of her lips curled. The smallest of smiles appeared on her freckled face.

"It's okay."

"Are you _sure_?"

"Yeah." The dragon nurse, or whatever she wanted to call herself, said almost in defeat. "Just as long as we get some time together later; you're still not leaving for a while, so this is fine. I guess."

_Oh, I'll be the judge of how much time she has left on this blasted island. _Dagur felt a deep frown set in. Oh wonderful, that meant the whole day was going to be ruined by Hiccup and his clowns.

How was he supposed to get a decent meal when those _children_ fluttered around the beach? Just the thought of their immature games and antics was enough to give him indigestion!

"Really?!" Snot-face darted to Hea's side with a grin.

"Sounds like it." The short-haired woman stepped away from the Viking teens and went to stand next to her older sibling.

"Aw, yeah!" Ruffnut leapt from her seat. "When do we take off?!"

"Later," Hea answered first, no real surprise there seeing as bossiness was her only _useful_ personality trait. "Now I hafta make _more_ food. That's gonna take like an hour. Ugh, just when I _thought_ was done cooking too."

"Are you sure this is okay with you guys?" Hiccup stood from his seat on the stone several feet away. "We can wait, really."

Just when he was sure that _Hiccup the Useless_ would never be good for anything! Maybe this was the moment the sisters would reconsider their choice and _end_ this stupid social party. If there was anyone could go talk, or preach some sense into a gaggle of idiotic teens it was their peahen-leader.

Rye sat up straight while her features softened and appeared to relax from the apparent stress she'd been feeling before. "Yeah, it's okay. It'd be fun."

Hiccup's freakishly large green eyes flickered to Hea.

"I don't mind."

_What?!_ _Where did all of that fiery passion go?! _Dagur's jaw dropped in the slightest and before he could find any words, he looked back to Hiccup. _Say 'no', you idiot! _

"Well…" The talking fishbone linked his hands to his waist.

_Don't you dare, you waste of breath, flesh and—_

"If you're sure it's okay, yeah. We'll hang around for a bit." He _smiled_ like he _accomplished_ something.

No way! Absolutely not! Not for a single hour, minute, second or blink of the eye! That shrimp had no right to assume he was allowed to come! This wasn't something he was _invited_ to; he'd just forced his way into coming! No! He wouldn't stand for this…this _injustice_.

Dagur tore his arms away from his chest and jumped from his chair. He landed on his two feet with a solid thud. The sound stopped any further planning and conversation and forced all eyes his way. Good. They better be ready to pay attention. At the end of all of this, it was _his_ say what they did and what they didn't do! Hea was _his_ personal chef and employee, she wasn't just going to stop and work for _them_.

Not without a price.

"No! No we will _not_ 'hang around for a bit'!" He snapped, gripping his fists tight and marching into the center of the social gathering. "This picnic is for me, Chef and Chef's sister! You _Hooligans _weren't invited."

"What?" The sound of Rye's voice caught his eye. "When we first planned this, _you_ weren't invited either. This was _supposed_ to be just Hea and I."

"Of course I was included." Dagur made sure to shoot the oldest female a glare. "Wherever my chef goes, I do. After all, she is _supposed_ to cook _my_ food. What did you expect me to do while you were lazing around at the beach? Starve?"

"I was actually gonna leave you a lunch…" Hea muttered, eyes darting to the ground.

"No, you can't come." Tuffnut groaned, slumping back against the rock he sat on. "You'll wreck the whole thing."

"Well I am coming. That's a final order."

"Order?" Astrid said, brow lifted. "You don't _order_ us around. You are still on Berk, you know."

"I might be an honored guest on your dump of an island but I still make the rules when it comes to the girl." He replied and nudged his chin in Hea's direction.

"You don't _own_ her!" And of course her _sister_ has to make a scene and voice her opinion.

"Technically," The Berserker formed a smirk on his lip and took a few steps toward the pair of city sisters. "You're right. Right now, she's just a trial run but I still have rights. I have to know she's gonna be a listener and not a _traitor_ and if she's gonna have a mind of her own, I just might to get a refund."

"Harsh!" Hea shouted. "Hey, I've been nice to you!"

"As if that matters," He continued. "Unless you _don't_ want that peace treaty signed."

"Alright, alright." Hiccup made the grave mistake of approaching him, hands lifted in defense. "Let's not do this now. This is a _picnic_ we're talking about here. Can we not start a war over a lunch?"

"Oh how easy for you to say, Hiccup." Dagur snarled and felt his muscles tense with each step the chief's son made in his direction. "Let me guess, you're going to suggest _I_ stay here while _you_ _all_ enjoy private friend time?"

Said boy's darted left then right. "Yeah, actually that's exactly what I was going to say."

"So _I_ can get some peace and quiet while _you all_ can be as loud and obnoxious as you want?"

"Uhhh. Yeah." He answered, stance going limp.

"If you know everything already, why are you arguing?" Snothat chimed in as if Hiccup needed help.

"Number one," Dagur began in a softer tone than before and made his way toward Stoick's sorry excuse for a son. "I don't take suggestions from a runt. Two, how do you expect me to sit back here and just _allow_ you all to go about your merry way _together_ and with your _dragons_, hm? How do I know you all weren't planning this from the start?! To leave me behind and plan a sneak attack! I _know_ your sort."

"Whoa, man." Ruff grimaced from her seat beside chef's sister. "Take a breath. You're paranoid."

"Paranoid or just being smart? I'll be the judge of that."

"Dagur," The migraine-inducing sound of Hiccup's voice made the older warrior twitch. "We aren't planning _anything_. We just happened to hear that Hea and Rye were going on a picnic and we wanted to come. It's nothing, you're overreacting."

A sudden burning sensation in his gut fueled him to break any kind of personal barrier and make a beeline for Stoick's boy. Once satisfied with the two or three inches separating them, he bent forward in the slightest and made eye-to-eye contact with the fishbone.

"No one, _no one_, tells _me_ when I'm overreacting." Dagur huffed, upper lip itching to spasm. "If I say something's gonna happen, it's gonna happen. I'm _going_ on that picnic, whether you like it or not."

"Do we have to make this a bigger deal than it is?" The brown-haired boy replied, brows hanging low on his face.

"If I say so."

"Come on! Knock it off!" He heard Rye's voice from afar but he refused to look her way. "It's a lunch on the beach for Odin's sake!"

He'd back down for now but only because causing a scene now would make _him_ look like the bad guy and that wasn't what he needed right now. He needed to gain their trust, he needed them to think that he was innocent of all sins before he could creep up from beneath them and destroy them. He needed to be, even if he shuddered that the thought, _civil_ for now.

"Fine." Dagur cleared his throat before backing away from Hiccup. "But we're going to go and we're going to _enjoy_ ourselves. Got it?"

From across the small front yard, Ruffnut lifted her hand to her forehead. "Aye, aye captain."

Act End.


	39. Act Thirty Nine

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Fourteen

This heat wave was way unusual for Berk. Sure, it did get a bit warmer during the summer months but to have _this_ kind of heat was a special kind of treat. Having a picnic on the beach was something special too, especially because everyone was together. How often did this happen? Not as much as it should, that was for sure. Having everyone around, relaxing was picture he could get used to, even _if_ Dagur had come along.

Hiccup sat with his knees to his chest and both arms on the warm rock he sat above. With the picnic basket at his left and Dagur just beyond that, he glanced up to see his gang of buddies sitting feet away from him. While it was quiet for one rare moment, the others had their minds busy with something or other.

Rye sat beside Fishlegs and Snotlout with a ribbon clenched between her teeth. She worked her fingers through her long, wavy hair, taking it up into a ponytail. With it pulled back she took the necessary steps to fold her hair into a tight bun. Huh, must have been too hot to have her hair down. Not that he'd know that feeling.

Snotlout watched the oldest female with a stare that wouldn't let up. Almost like he'd snuck a sip of Gobber's famous ale, he watched her through a set of cloudy eyes. His cheeks flashed a shade of pink bright enough to notice under the midday sun.

Meanwhile Fishlegs had caught himself up in some sort of fishing lure project on the side. Was he planning on trying to catch more food or something? That was fine if he wanted to. The idea of using a stick and worm seemed so primitive compared to the new technique of using their dragons.

With the reptiles in mind, Hiccup lifted his chin and gazed to the far left to see the pack of dragons, all laying down and resting in the light. With both Dagur _and_ Hea in the mix of the picnic, it was a better idea to keep them at a distance. All he needed was for Toothless to sneak a sandwich off of Dagur's plate; that would state the next war for sure.

"Hurry up! I want my hair done next!" The sound of Ruffnut's lower voice made the dragon tamer turn her way.

"Just a sec," Hea's voice caught his ears next. "I'm almost done here."

The baker sat behind Astrid, with her fingers strung through the blonde's beautiful locks. With a gentle touch, she pulled back on her hair, gathering it into a single handful just as Rye had done moments earlier. Ah, so all the girls wanted their hair up today, did they? Cute. It's nice to see them all getting along, seeing as girls fought worse than boys.

In the past Ruffnut and Astrid had some very heated arguments and although they were rare, they were intense. Girls seemed to be _sneakier_ and _meaner_ than guys when it came to fighting. It doesn't help knowing that females are almost always smarter than males. They could say some _mean_ things when they had the ammo.

"Who's gonna do mine?" Ruff spoke out again, legs crossed and hands clenching her ankles.

"Whoever gets done first." Rye said, undoing her near-perfect bun and trying at it once again. "I can't get this right!" She muttered just under her breath, taking the ribbon between her teeth for a second time.

"What?" The female twin's jaw dropped. "That was fine, why'd you undo it?! I want my turn!"

A chuckle came from the right side of the over-sized rock. "You know, you look _just_ like Bug when you beg." Hea continued to giggle through her words. "Big 'old eyes and pouty lip."

Just as the sheep herder finished her sentence, a loud pitched laughter made all the eyes in the area turn to the male twin. With his arms crossed behind his head as a makeshift pillow, he laid down to face the sun. The moment he began to laugh he tilted his head back, shut his eyes and let his chuckles loose, giving a snort every now and then.

"I do not!" His sister bit back. "Shut up over there!"

"But it's cute." Hea added, her extra comment only adding fuel to Tuffnut's fire.

At least _those_ two could get along enough to make each other laugh. It wasn't very often that Hea and Tuff went without fighting but when they did they were thick as thieves. Especially when they were younger. As kids, he'd follow her lead most of the time but something happened somewhere down the line to where he'd pick fights with her constantly.

"You know you have the most beautiful and soft hair." Hea's voice again caught Hiccup's attention. "I would die to have hair like this." She moved her digits through the ends of Astrid's ponytail.

"Thanks," The blonde responded in a chipper tone. "I try to take special care of it."

"It's workin'."

_Good to see you two are getting along too_.

"If I had hair like this, I woulda kept my hair long." The herder swooned.

"Oh yeah!" Snotlout broke out of his lovesick stupor to answer Hea's call. "I remember when you had long hair!"

"Hehe," Tuffnut piped in, "That old rat's nest? I wish I could forget it."

The object of teasing twitched hard, no doubt giving Astrid a tug on accident.

"Remember when you had long hair, Hea?" Snot continued, "That was back when you were a _girl_."

"If I recall correctly," Astrid stepped in, voice calm and cool as always. "You were _both_ girls back then."

As if on cue, Tuffnut's laughter came back tenfold. This time the blond male sat up on his backside and grabbed at his sides. He rocked back and forth, snorting and choking on his giggles all the way. Snotlout shouted something in the background, nothing of which Hiccup could make out given how loud Tuff was chuckling.

"Okay, okay." He said, finally breaking into the conversation. "Come on, can we have a single picnic without name calling?"

"Yeah but it's less fun that way." Fishlegs replied, eyes and hands still busy on his lure.

"Yeah, yeah." Snotlout huffed, crossing his thick arms over his wide chest.

"I'm starving over here!" The unusual sound of Dagur's voice made Hiccup and the rest flinch. The rider turned left to see the Berserker pouting in the same way Snot was. "I don't care what you idiots plan on doing but I'm going to eat, _now_." The oldest male then made a mad dive for the basket barrier between them.

"Wait, wait."

Hea, finished with her work on Astrid, stood up from the stone and stepped over toward the madman. He turned up his nose at her almost in an instant and shot her the nastiest look. Even while presented with that glare and tone, she remained neutral. Huh, that was new.

"Don't you dare tell me to wait." Dagur growled, hands clenching the basket.

"I've made you your own food," Hea explained, being careful not giving the older male any positive/negative feedback. "That way you don't have to share."

Taken back by what looked like miles, Dagur retreated just for a second, releasing the basket from his grip and allowing the chef to work. She flipped open the woven container and reached down deep inside.

"He gets his _own_ food?" Snotlout whined five feet away. "How is that fair by _any_ means?"

Instead of arguing, the tired girl sighed through her nostrils and continued her search for the separated lunch. Wow, she wasn't going to answer? That was weird. Hea was _always_ revving for a fight whether it be with Snotlout _or_ Tuffnut. Then again, when it came to his cousin Hea sometimes got to the point when she just ignored him. Why? He wasn't sure _why_ but maybe it had something to do with the fact that an argument with Snotlout never ended when you fought back.

But then whenever Tuffnut had something to say, she fought back almost one-hundred percent of the time. Why was that? Eh, he wasn't sure but maybe that was just the way their relationship went. They _had _been close as kids after all. Perhaps it was something left over since then? If she started ignoring Tuff's proposals to argue, then he had a real reason to worry. But until then…

"I bet you gave him all the food! There isn't gonna be enough for everyone now!" The shortest boy carried on his rant. "I call shenanigans!"

"It's only fair that I get all the food," Dagur answered Snot's call with one of his own. "I _am_ the biggest, strongest alpha male in this pathetic group, of course I get the best of the best and the _most_."

"Then that must mean Fishlegs gets the leftovers." Tuffnut again threw in his bit with the added bonus of a giggle-snort.

"Keep me out of this." The larger blond fought back.

"Look, chill out." Hea said, standing up while her back faced the group. "I made Dagur his own lunch, separate from everyone else. You guys will eat. Relax."

"I bet he got the best dessert too." Snotlout narrowed his dark eyes and pouted.

"Keep talking and he just might." Rye sighed, finally finished with her hair.

Hiccup was certain that he heard a 'not fair' come from his cousin's side of the rock but the visual of Hea turning around caught his eye. He watched as she took a moment to stretch before letting her eyes roam the area. Was she looking for a place to sit? Of course she was more than welcome to sit beside him; his right side was looking a little bare.

Her brown eyes looked left, at him, right then left once again. Just when he was sure she would look at him for the second time, her eyes shifted _away_. Her legs then began to move to her _left, _away from him again. She strolled over to Dagur's left side and with all the grace of a full grown woman, took a seat. What? Why in the world would she…?

"_I'll back off."_

Oh…yeah.

"When are we even gonna start eating?! I'm boooooored." Snotlout yowled. "I say since Dagur's eating all the food and we're _all_ bored that we get the dragons and do some fishing." The dark haired boy paused, looked down to Fishlegs' lure and rolled his eyes. "Some _real_ fishing."

"I could catch something you don't know." Fishlegs protested, face tightening. "It's just might take some time, it's an art you know."

"You can't catch enough for everyone." Ruffnut huffed, her hair between Rye's delicate fingers. "I don't have all year to wait for dinner!"

"Yeah and that dragon idea is a really bad one." Hiccup felt his stomach drop. "We have _company_ remember?" His green eyes then darted over to Dagur and Hea.

"Yeah! Ixnay on Dagur-ay." Tuffnut sat up and pointed his index finger in the Berserker's direction. So much for being subtle.

"But if Hookfang and I went out we could catch enough fish for the whole group in _minutes_. Trust me, it'll be awesome." Snotlout placed both of his palms to his chest while presenting a wide, cocky smirk.

"Just forget it, it's a bad idea." Astrid turned to group sporting her new hair style. "We can't just get the dragons when _he's_ here. Besides, Hea packed enough food, right?"

Hiccup once again turned his attention to the female he cared for only to see her now laying on her back in the same fashion Tuffnut had minutes earlier. Wow, she had to be tired to stay out of this conversation.

"Yes." She answered after a moment or two of silence.

"Then what are we waiting for?" Tuffnut lifted himself out of his seat and strolled toward the picnic basket. "I'm starving."

The slender blond made quick work of the woven container, popping it open and searching through the whole thing until his eyes landed on something appetizing. With both hands he dug on in and pulled out two hardy sandwiches. He then plopped to the floor in front of the basket and began to munch down on his food.

In his usual way, the oldest twin made _no effort_ to be polite about his eating process. Leaving his mouth open as he chewed and not caring about who or what was around him to judge his habits. Just the sound of the food moving through his mouth was enough to make anyone flinch but a strong twinge from the left caught Hiccup's eye.

"Do you mind?!" Dagur snapped, having waited until his mouth was clear in order to speak. "I can't STAND that! Eat like a human being you sorry excuse for a—"

"Knock that shit off, Tuff!" Hea shouted almost on cue with Dagur, now seated up right and glare directed toward said twin. "What the hell? That's disgusting!"

"You think his mother never taught him any manners!" The redheaded tribe leader added. "I can't stand it when people eat with their mouths open! It _infuriates_ me!"

"Same here!" Hea barked, not missing a beat between Dagur's rants. "Makes my skin crawl! My dad used to do it all the time, it almost drove me nuts!"

"You too?" The tone in the Berserker's tone died down a bit, leaving him subdued than seconds before. "I can_not_ tell you how many times I nearly killed my father for eating like that! EVERY time at EVERY meal!"

"Gah!" The sheep herder grabbed at the roots of her hair and pulled. "I ended up leaving the room all together! I love that man but I can't _stand_ that shit!"

"Did this just get really weird or what?" Tuffnut said just feet away, food still in his left side of his mouth.

"And the teeth sucking!" Dagur carried on in the background while Hea nodded with a little _too_ much enthusiasm.

"Don't forget the sound of the knife against the plate! Why in the world do they need to cut their meat so hard?!"

"Are they bonding over what they hate?" Astrid cocked a single brow while folding her arms over her bust. "That's pretty strange."

"Yeah, I think so actually." Hiccup lifted his hand to his forehead and pushed back the stray hairs that fell in front of his face.

"Should we encourage that?" A look of concern _and_ confusion washed over Fishlegs' face.

"Hey it could be worse, they could be at each other's throats, right?" Snotlout gave a single shrug of his heavy shoulders. "Beats having them argue all the time."

Where did that sudden burst of energy come from? Moments ago the sheep herder was too tired to even sit up and answer Astrid with eye contact but here she was now, upright and looking rather lively! It wasn't like the subject of Tuffnut's terrible table manners was the only thing that kept her 'alive'. In fact why had she come to life so easily just when _Dagur_ starting talking? What he had to say wasn't that important, was it? Then again she did have someone to agree with, maybe that was it? That had to be it.

_It's not like their friends or anything_.

No, they would make a terrible pair of friends. Right?

Act End.


	40. Act Forty

La Coordination

Second Arc: Act Fifteen

"So we're gonna take off. You sure you're going to be okay here?" The words from Hiccup's little girlfriend made the Berserker roll his eyes. "With _him_?"

"I'm not worried about it." His chef answered, eyes half lidded, and yawn no doubt teasing her lungs. "Go on, get outta here."

"We're not going to be gone long." Hiccup cut in in the most obnoxious way possible. "Toothless and the others just need to stretch their wings and we'll be right back."

A low grunt forced Dagur to lift a brow and glance over his shoulder. Several feet away the prized Night Fury stood, his whole body shaking and trembling. Was it excited about flying or something? Like the way a dog gets eager about going on a walk? Psh, simple-minded creature.

"Take your time." Chef answered as she leaned back on her open palms, stretching her back out. "I might even take a nap."

The urge to bite back caught the crimson-headed warrior off guard. He shifted in his seat and grinded his back molars together. What was with this girl and sleeping? Was she sick or something? The female beast of burden never seemed to get enough rest!

"Okay but if there _are_ any problems," Astrid's eyes settled on him squarely. "Make a break for it. Stay safe."

Oh for Odin's sake, were they that anxious about everything? And they had the audacity to call _him_ paranoid! For mental notes sake he would have to make certain that this small group of Vikings would be put to work in the worst department when he took over the island. The worst jobs of all, and they would be slaves to it! Ah, it was enough to make him shutter in his combat boots.

"If you're going to go, just leave already." Dagur braked just as the feeling of shivers worked through his body.

"Alright, alright." Hiccup's hands flew up. "We're gonna take off in a second okay?"

And cue the longest second in Viking history.

"Hey Rye, wanna ride with me?"

The sound of pathetic begging and desperate flirting made the older male's ear twitch. Refusing to give the fishbone or his girlfriend anymore of his attention, he turned to see Snothead addressing the Mouse. This road again? At least the idiot had the sense to get up when he was knocked back. Whether it was admirable or not was still to be seen.

"I'll be gentle." He said, closing in on the deal with Chef's sister, dark brows wiggling all the way. "Promise."

Rye's right hand lifted to her pale face and one moment later she broke into a light round of giggles. _Girlish giggles_, the kind that made him twinge with disgust. And even while he fought back the urge to gag, he watched as the eldest female relaxed her features enough to brighten into a full on smile. A tad of pink hit her cheeks as she moved her small hand away from her lips and finally she nodded her head.

"I just ate." Mouse's brows then flipped upside down, sending the short, fat Viking a look of sympathy.

What was with the sudden sweetness in her voice? And where was this sweetness when she was talking to him?! Sure she had stated before that he was not her favorite person but he at least deserved some kind of respect. Especially seeing as he was Berk's finest guest! But noooo! Here she was, ignoring him and speaking to the village idiot like he was someone to talk to. Like _he_ was important!

"Noone _wants_ you _here. You aren't wanted here ever, get it? You've done some really terrible things and endangered a lot of people's lives in the process. And because of that, no one likes you."_

Why was it that Snotface got the look of sympathy and baby talk while he received a good old fashion scolding? And of course while he would never, _ever _admit that she got the better of him during that last conversation, she _did_. She tongue lashed him in the same way that his father would, leaving him nearly speechless. Damn woman, for a one as quiet as she was around her friends, she had a sharp tongue when it came to him.

"Ah come on," Hiccup's cousin crossed his arms over his chest in a rather playful manner before moving in even _closer_ to his prize. "It's not so bad! And like I said—"

"She heard what you said!" Ruffnut snorted from a dozen or so yards away.

"And it was gross!" Her brother accompanied her on her verbal assault.

And with that, Snothat unbound his arms from his chest and stamped his right foot, "You're cramping my style over here!"

"What style?!" The twin idiots replied in unison.

Was _this_ what the occupants of Berk did all day?! Ugh! Spoiled teenagers! All the noise was leading to a serious migraine episode. To think that one day these _children_ would one day be the leaders of this island. And if things would continue on the way it was going, then take over of the tribe would be easier than originally planned. Would these fools even be worthy of future servants? Maybe they'd be better off if he just got rid of them for good.

"It might be good for you to get used to flying on a full stomach." Hiccup's hair-raising voice brought the tribe chief back to his senses. "You never know when the time will come when you might have to fly."

"It isn't a _bad_ idea." Fishlegs added. "You know, we just might need you during an emergency."

"Ah." From the right Mouse lifted her hand up and strung her fingers through her long hair. The redness on her cheeks darkened, as everyone stared on and her chin lifted toward the sky. The sunlight reflected off of her handcrafted glasses, forcing the Berserker to strain for half a second.

"Oh come on." Dagur rolled his eyes, nerves beginning to flare more than usual.

"What do _you_ think?" Mouse then glanced to her sister.

"It doesn't bother me. Just as long as Snot isn't too crazy. Get out there." Chef answered with a smile.

"I won't get crazy if Rye doesn't." Snotface replied right away while wearing a disturbing smirk.

"Cut that out!" Tuffnut shouted once again from the sidelines.

"Oh alright, fine." A smile crossed her delicate features while her red cheeks shone to the point where the freckles on her cheeks stood out even more so than usual.

Wait, what? She was going to actually ride with Snothat? The round-headed fool managed to win her over enough to get some one on one time with her? He _won_ his prize? This was new…

_New _and_ potentially convenient. _

This conversation had happened before, maybe not with the same words or under the same conditions but this subject had been brought to light once before.

"_What, you got a boyfriend or something now?"_

Yes, the male twin had brought up something similar a number of hours ago. And her response?

"_That's none of your business!"_

Hm. So she was embarrassed about it, was she? Typical school girl. _But_ this could be useful, very useful if he played his cards right. Time would soon tell if he could use this situation to his advantage but in the foreseeable future, things seemed pretty damn bright. Maybe all this Berk gossip would finally be worth listening to.

With his two muscular arms, Snotbrain literally leapt with joy, bringing his wrists high above his head. "YES! SCORE!"

"Psh," Mouse linked her fists to her hips, strayed her eyes elsewhere and pursed her lips. "Let's just get going already."

"Alright, are you _sure_ you two are going to be okay alone?" Hiccup asked one last time as if he actually cared or something.

"I'm good," Chef said, waving her hand a single time at the younger boy. "Seeing as I spent the whole day and night with him yesterday and no one cared, I'll be fine." She then managed to shoot the trainer a wink.

"Low blow." He pouted in return.

The urge to once again yell out loud during the teenager's banter tickled his throat but he resisted. The chance of missing any interesting information in the meantime was too enticing, even if he had to withstand a head-splitting migraine in between.

Although that didn't mean he couldn't roll his eyes all the while. And just as his green eyes came to a full circle, something on the left caught his attention. A dark stare on _him_ made the Berserker freeze for half a second. Allowing his eyes to settle on the person sending him the stink eye, a blond male twin came into focus. With his noodle-like arms crossed over his flat, boney chest the boy who at one time called himself 'Buffnut' sent him a death stare that _almost_ rivaled his own.

_Ooh, and what is this?_

"Alright guys! Ready?" Astrid spoke as she mounted her Nadder. "Let's hit the air!"

Instead of moving his vision elsewhere, Dagur kept his eyes on the stupid, pathetic excuse for a Viking, standing no more than ten feet away. Blue versus green, mountain versus feeble hill the two kept on one another. Until his weak-minded sister grabbed at his side; with two or three decent tugs to his arm, Tuffnut (or Buffnut whatever he wanted to call himself) relented and followed his sister in taking a seat on their two-headed dragon.

The idiot pack of friends gave their lame farewells, almost like they'd never see each other again, and ascended into the sky. Chef and Mouse gave an impressive performance in saying their good byes, almost as if he was going to leave with his servant while they were busy in the air. Either way they parted soon enough. Leaving him and his employee to themselves.

At least there would be some silence for a short period of time. Plus having his chef to himself left him with plenty of time to recondition her. If he could get her to turn on her precious buddies maybe then his ultimate plan would work all the more smoothly. But what was there to talk about? How could he dig into her psyche and break her from the inside out?

"_No. I hate dragons."_

Sure she _said_ that but then twenty four hours later she accepted that Terrible Terror into her home and even greeted it when _affection_. That wasn't the actions of someone who _hated_ dragons. What was all that about?

"How is it that you're one of the few people on Berk who hate dragons?" He asked, shooting her a glare. "For your sake, I hope you weren't _lying_ to me when you said you hated them."

"I wasn't, not really." She answered with a nasal sigh. "I've just had a lot of bad experiences with them in the past. They…" Her whole body tensed, head ducked between her shoulders and her front teeth bit down on her bottom lip.

She wasn't…scared of dragons was she? Everything in her position, stance and tone of voice told him otherwise. Hm, while he couldn't be sure yet, he might as well go on as if he knew for sure. Best to act confident even if he was wary of the truth. The more he got out of her, the better.

"You're _afraid_ of them aren't you?"

"No!" She whipped her head around faster than he would have expected out of her, "Like I said, I've just had some bad experiences! I don't like them! They _bother_ me."

"Uh-huh, sure." She was so totally afraid. Loser.

"Maybe…a tiny bit." Her head sunk deeper between her shoulders while her knees pulled upward toward her chest. "But not really."

Silence.

He needed to get to the bottom of this. No more beating around the bushes, time to find out the truth.

"What turned you into a coward anyway?" Dagur crossed his arms over his chest, not bothering to glance her way. "I know Berk people are stupid and cowardly to begin with but seeing as you're a city girl, you're twice as bad."

So something _terrifying_ must have happened to the small city slicker. Either that or the female had a low tolerance for things that bothered her and with that in mind he wouldn't put it passed her. After all, she wasn't anything special.

Why curiosity has suddenly stricken him he wasn't sure but he did _deserve_ to know. Besides, nothing else was keeping his attention at the moment, might as well pester her for answers. And if it made her uncomfortable to talk it was even more of a reason to pry answers from the deepest part of her stupid female heart.

"Maybe it's _because_ you're from the cities." He felt a grin cross his face as he spoke, nothing beat making his enemies feel bad about themselves.

"Kinda a long story actually." She answered in a tone that forced one crimson brow to arch. What was with that tone? Like she planned on answering without so much of a fight? Gah, how boring.

"I don't remember _requesting_ an answer," He said, finally turning his eyes toward her. "Tell me. I'm bored."

"Well, seeing as you're bored, I must." Chef gave a shallow roll of her eyes, one that made her look more annoying than usual. "And by the way, I _know_ I'm no Viking but I'm no coward either." Her lower jaw clenched but still, her eyes remained on the ocean before her.

"Could have fooled me."

"Nice." Her brows dropped.

Aw, did he hurt her feelings? Well, if it was as easy to hurt her feelings as it was to scare her, then he'd done his job just right. How else was he going to recondition her if he didn't get her worn down?

"I don't know if I'm as afraid of dragons as I am afraid of what they can do."

What? "That's stupid." He answered right away, "Dragons _are_ what they do. You have to afraid of the _dragon_ to be afraid of _what it does_." Did this shrew no know nothing or was she just trying to save herself from further embarrassment, either way it wasn't working in her favor.

"There's a total difference." She pushed off her hands and sat upright, her dark brown eyes still elsewhere.

"No there isn't, don't be an idiot."

Her shoulders dropped, almost as if her tolerance of his name calling was wearing on her. "You don't have to fear a rock, just what happens when someone throws it in your face."

"That's your reasoning?!" At the tone of his shouts, she turned his way. "No one on this planet is afraid of rocks. Your logic is just as stupid as you are."

"Hey, that was the best I got!" Her thick brows turned downward, making a sour expression erupt on her face. "If you want to believe I'm afraid of dragons, which I'm not, you can. Only babies are afraid of dragons nowadays."

"You can't lie to save your life."

"Maybe not."

"Then why are you trying?" Dagur released his arms from his chest. "Not only does it make you look like a liar, it makes you look stupid. Like a lying idiot."

"Look, okay, I'm kinda scared of dragons but I have a reason to be alright!" Chef's voice went in a higher tone than he'd heard from her before. Oh, was she getting excited?

Ah, now they were getting somewhere. The reconditioning process wouldn't be complete without some form of manipulation. This information could prove useful in a number of ways; he could always use this bit of history to completely turn this dumb girl against her friends and if that failed (and in no way could a plan this perfect fail) then at least he had this conversation as a form of entertainment. Something to take with him, a memory to laugh at whenever he needed it.

Double points for him in _any_ event.

"Do tell."

"Dragons can't be trained, that much is obvious right?" Her look of irritation washed away when her brows flipped upside-down and a frown tugged at her lips.

"Of course they can be trained!" His arms shot upward, how much did this girl _not know_? A single person couldn't be that stupid, could they? "Dragons are more trainable than dogs; it just takes the right kind of training! Not the pathetic type of schooling Hiccup gives! Dragons need a _stern_ hand; they need to know whose boss! That's all it takes."

"I don't think a dragon could ever be fully trained, that's just what I believe." She answered back, her melodramatic pout never once lifting.

"Truth and believing are two very different things." He huffed with a roll of his green eyes.

"Let me at least get to the point."

"Go on but it won't make you look any smarter."

"Fine." Once again she turned away from him, this time looking down at the oversized boulder they sat on. "A long time ago Rye was burnt by a Monstrous Nightmare that's all. It really scared me. I won't _bother you_ with the details but it really got to me. It _still_ gets to me."

Huh, then she and Snothat's dragon must get along _really_ well. Then again seeing as she can stay within twenty feet of the stupid lizard without any kind of hysterics meant Hiccup was doing some good in exposing her to dragons.

Not to mention that Mouse seemed to get along with Snotbrain's Nightmare. After all, she had no issues with jumping on its back and flying off into the distance. In fact, her biggest dilemma with flying was the fact that she'd only just eaten when the idiot asked her to accompany him. There wasn't any fear of the reptile, just nervousness about being social. Or so it seemed.

"Is that _it_?" He felt the urge to yawn and if he cared for the girl in any shape or form he would have wasted the breath, but this wasn't even worth that. "And here I thought you had a heart-tugging story of life or death between you and some mythical beast! What a disappointment."

"It was pretty bad for me, thank you for the human emotion over there." She lifted her right hand to the side of her face and pushed away the stray hairs in her face.

"Yeah for like a three year old. You 'city folk' really are spoiled when it comes to _real life_."

"There isn't a big difference between three and fourteen you know."

Wait. Fourteen? That was over four years ago. That was _just _about the same time he saw her before she went on that 'long voyage'. Rye had an injury back then? And a _fresh_ injury at that. That meant that she had to have left right around the time her sister was hurt. Why would a reasonable person who claimed to love their sibling do something so selfish?

_And the plot thickens._

"The last time I saw you, you were thirteen. Five years ago." Dagur lifted his right hand to his chin.

"Oooookay, yeah I guess?"

"That means that about six months into this horrific injury you're blabbing on about, you _left_ Berk." His eyes darted back to her, only to find her sitting up right as if someone had stabbed her in the back. "You _left_ Mouse."

"Mouse? You mean Rye?"

Rather than give an obvious answer to her obvious question, he carried on. "You mean to tell me, you left your sister while she was recovering from a dragon burn?"

He watched her brows touch the top of her forehead and her lips part in the slightest way. Was she surprised he found this bit of information out? No, it couldn't have been some kind of secret, could it? Oooooh, this was just too juicy to keep to himself!

"What a selfish little rat you've turned out to be."

"No, that's not what happened, you don't understand." Her voice picked up a rushed tone as she turned to face him.

"Oh I think I understand completely."

Her eyes welled. Her legs went limp, arms fell to her sides and frown set in deep. Wait, she wasn't going to cry, was she? Sure she wasn't a Viking but she had more pride than this to cry over something to trivial. Then again she was a city slicker…and a girl.

The salty beach air ruffled through her thick, untamed hair and her eyebrows touched the very top of her forehead. She seemed shocked, surprised, saddened, and guilt-ridden all at the same time. He watched as the tiny muscles beneath her eyes contracted and twitched, as if she were fighting back tears. Her cheeks went pink with either embarrassment or shame he wasn't sure which at this point.

"I did."

Her voice strained in a way he'd never heard from _anyone_ before. Maybe it was because he'd never seen anyone cry this way. When Vikings cried, on the rarest of occasions, they held nothing back and roared just as loud as the waves crashing against the rocks. But this was different, not to mention he had _no clue_ why she was tearing up in the first place. No one had died, he hadn't called her an offensive name or picked on her, he'd simply stated something that she had already claimed was true.

"I left her all by herself. I ran away because _I am_ a coward. I was _terrified._"

This was why she was sobbing like a baby?

"I love her so much but at that time I hated her too. Because there was a chance she was going to leave me. And I _hated _that. I wanted to be as far away as possible and I know that makes me a monster."

A stray tear dripped from her right eye, a separate from her left following soon after. Her usual deep voice cracked and pitched in awkward places, leaving him to frozen. Why? He wasn't completely sure but he was frozen. Almost _disgusted_. Sad but at the same time _disgusted_.

By all human rights he should feel bad for this idiot sitting in front of him, Viking or not but he _wasn't_. Sure this was a typical sob background story made for someone to feel pity for the storyteller but he wasn't sure _how_ he was feeling.

Mad, sad, disappointed, ashamed, frustrated, and _disgusted_.

"I'm _sorry_."

Sorry? What good would an apology do now? Saying sorry never solved anything, never took away the sting from a cut or eased a bruise and it most certainly never stopped the thumping agony of someone else's disappointment. Most of all, sorry never fixed Mouse's burnt and scarred skin.

Sorry never did anything for anyone.

He knew that from experience.

"You being sorry is worthless." He said after a moment of thought.

When was the last time he even uttered the word, 'sorry' anyway? Years, likely it'd more than a decade since his last apology. That was no doubt when it came to him that sorry wasn't anything of use. It was a word, neither good nor bad. There were so many other words that held real meaning that got a real reaction out of people and 'sorry' wasn't one of them.

Sorry never fixed the look of disappointment in his father's eyes whenever he ruined/destroyed/disobeyed him. Even as a child when he thought he was required to apologize, it never did any good. His father still glared at him, frowned and shook his head in a way that he'd never forget. His father didn't care how _sorry_ he was when he messed something up; the only thing he was concerned with was everyone _else_. The_ tribe_. He never had time for his son or his son's sorries.

"Why did you even bother coming back?" He looked away from his personal chef.

"I was tired of being alone." She sniveled like some kind of pathetic child.

"So you really _are_ selfish." Dagur gripped his fists. "You came back to your sister when it was convenient for _you_."

"I know that."

Silence once again. She wasn't angry? Had she just turned all that anger into tears in this passionate moment or was she truly sorry for how she dealt with things back then? Last time he offended her she fought back with such vigor, going passed the point of yelling to smashing her own plates. But now? Nothing.

"_You're so ungrateful!"_

"I know I've messed up a lot of things." She said, and from the corner of his eye he watched as she wiped away her tears with the back of her wrist. "I don't want to mess up anymore. I want to do the right thing, that's why I agreed to go with you. Because at the end of the day, it's the right thing."

His brow arched. "What in Thor's name are you talking about?"

"If I can protect the dragons with that peace treaty, it might just make up for what I did back then."

So this was it, was it? Coming with him would do nothing but put her back in her sister's good graces? She wasn't going because she wanted to, because they had similar traits, it was to save _herself_ from shame? Pathetic. All nice ideas of her believing in him, the ones her sister Mouse had said were wrong. She didn't like him; this was just as much a ploy for her as it was for him taking over Berk.

"_She sympathized with you because she doesn't like dragons either. She's the only person here who has faith and trust in you but only because she wasn't here to see what you did."_

Lies.

"You're wrong. You're just as selfish now as you were back then."

"What?"

"You're not doing this to protect those dragons, you hate them. You're doing this for yourself _again_." He allowed his fists to slowly come undone. "You think doing this will fix all of your problems and on the day when you do return, because you plan to, you'll come back a hero."

Silence.

"You want them to miss you. Because you're pathetic. You need someone to lean on because you're too sick and weak to carry yourself like a real Viking."

Finally, he turned to look at her, only to see her crying even more so than she had been before. Silent but still sobbing. Tears rolled down her round cheeks at a rate he'd seen only in the rarest of times. Her breath hitched once or twice and before she could allow herself to make any real noise, she brought both of her hands to her face. She buried her face deep into her palms, her breathes become labored and heavy. Hea's brought her knees further into her chest, almost like she was huddling into a tight ball.

"I'm _so sorry_."

Act End.
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He was awesome at making excuses. Well, he was awesome at most everything but heck, this one was for the record books! He could see it now, 'Master of Excuses'! Then again he'd probably have to make an excuse to get himself _in_ the record books. If they even existed…

Telling his stupid sister that he needed a break to take a leak worked like a charm. It got _her_ off his back for a second or two and it gave him a chance to do some investigating. Everyone knew that if there was one person to do some sort of investigating, it'd be him. He was a pro at that stuff! More record setting for him in those newly found and written record books! 'Master of Excuses and Investigating'!

Either way there was other stuff to worry about, more important stuff. Or so it seemed at the time when he thought of it. Ah well, better go with his expert instincts ('cause those are never wrong) and check this out. Something about leaving Hea alone with Dagur just didn't sit right. Plus if there _was_ any leftover food, it was totally his.

Tuffnut walked away from his designated piss spot and further down the beach. Where were those losers anyway? They couldn't be far; then again Ruff probably dropped him off far away on purpose. He wouldn't doubt that. Just to make things harder for _him_.

So what was the deal with Dagur the Idiot-Brain getting his own food separate from everyone else? What made him so special that he got his own sandwich, apple slices and scone? It wasn't like he was actually anyone's friend! Hea _never_ made a to-go bag for anyone before, why start now?! And why for that jerk?! She better have a good explanation for that.

Not only was it annoying, it made her look like she favored him. It wasn't just about the sandwich thing either. The whole deal with him staying and her going _with_ him made her look like she had some girly-gross-lame crush on the dork. She'd even mentioned the dreaded M-word around him that time before!

"_First we'll play 'house' for a little while then in two months we'll leave Berk and get married. It's the life I've always planned."_

Why the heck would she say something like that if it wasn't true! Sure she was just some stupid girl but why else would she do half the things she did for him if it wasn't true?! After all, his plan to get rid of Dagur was perfect; why else would she say 'no' to that? Well, there was only so much he could take! This whole thing was wrong.

Just the look of them together was dumb. They didn't match at all! What did they have in common anyways?! She was from the city; he was a Berserker for Odin's sake! Their kids would be the ugliest kids ever!

_I'm totally not jealous._

Jealous! Why did that word even enter his head?! He didn't even know the _meaning_ of the word jealous. Shoot, he'd never felt _jealous_ in his whole life! Never! Not now not EVER!

She was just some weird girl, one that talked _way_ too much. One that _always_ thought she was right. And one that _way_ too bossy.

"_It makes us frustrated, as younger sisters."_

His heart thumped.

"_Geez! I was trying to be nice but never mind!"_

His stomach twisted.

"_You're a jerk."_

His palms sweated.

"Stupid."

Tuff lifted his chin, eyes set on the destination ahead of him. He could see the two in question sitting out in the open just the way he left them. Well didn't they look chummy? Sitting there, talking all romantic-like. Him with his arms crossed over his stupid muscly chest and her all crunched up in a tight huddle with her hands in front of her face…and eyes covered and…shoulders all jerky like she was crying or something.

Wait.

He stepped faster toward the couple, only coming to a stop when Dagur glanced up from his pout and directed a glare once again in his direction. What did he expect him to be scared or something? Well, _he wasn't_. If Dagur the Dumb was gonna scare him, he was gonna hafta like…threaten to remove his legs again like last time. Again.

Probably hearing her new 'boyfriend' move beside her, Hea broke out of her huddled seat and looked upward. She removed her womanly-dainty-girl hands from her face and turned his way. No doubt surprised by seeing him stand there, her brows touched the top of her forehead and her jaw dropped open.

Her red eyes caught him half off guard. Sure he'd _thought_ she _might_ be crying but to see her actually weeping like a baby made him freeze. He'd only seen her cry _once_ before, and back then she seemed more mad than upset. So what the heck happened here? Did _he_ make her cry?

"Tuff." She spoke first, lifting the back of her arm to her eyes and rubbing away any tears. "What are you doing here? Where's Ruffnut?"

Psh, that would be the next question. Typical. "I don't always have to have my sister around, you know. I'm fine on my own."

"Well aren't you a big man now." Dagur said with a stupid, ugly grin on his mug. "Walking around without big sissy. I must say, I'm proud."

The blond male gripped his fists. "I'll have you know I've been a man since last summer. Not like I need you to tell me." He gave a sarcastic roll of his eyes, trying to play off the comeback more as a joke. "And besides, I'm the older one."

"Heh, as if it matters."

Damn showpony.

"Is everything okay?" The sound of her voice made the rider flinch. He turned his focus away from the Berserker idiot and looked down to see her staring back up at him.

Eyes wide, filled with tears, red and looking pretty tired she turned to him with _concern_. What was up with that? Why, when _she_ was crying, did she have to ask _him_ if he was okay? That didn't make any sense! Did it have anything to do with Dagur sitting beside her? Would she have asked if the others were around?

"Duh, everything's okay." He rolled his blue eyes, again turning away from her. "I just needed to take care of some 'business' and came down. You know, I needed to shake hands with the chief?"

"Nice." Her voice strained for a moment as she cleared her throat.

"Are you like…" He fiddled about as he stood in front of the older couple. "Crying or whatever? Did he like pinch you or something?"

"No, no." She shook her head, his eyes falling on her once more. "I'm fine, really." She said with a small chuckle trailing her sentence.

At that Tuffnut stopped and gazed at Dagur. He for whatever dumb reason, had turned away from the both of them, eye stuck on the ocean ahead. A smirk that made him look crazier than ever appeared on his broad face that made the male twin uneasy. He knew something they didn't.

"You have a sister," Dagur said, directing his words at which sibling the Viking wasn't sure. "And you care about her, right?"

"Who? Me?" Tuffnut shoved his index finger into his chest.

"Yes you, you numbskull!"

"You want me to get all mushy or something?" He pouted, while adjusting the weight of his body to his left leg. "'Cause it's not gonna work. You have to be really stupid to think I didn't. I guess…"

"I have an older sister."

Both he and Hea became stiff. What the?

"And while I'm not the caring type, I wouldn't want anything bad to happen to her." Dagur went on, even if he could care less. "If someone hurt her I would have to rip off every limb and feed it to my armada just for kicks. But you get that don't you Buffnut?"

His dark brows dropped. "It's Tuffnut."

"Whatever."

Did this have some kind of point?

"But you would never leave her? Alone?" He then made direct eye to eye contact. Green to blue.

"No way." Tuffnut crossed his arms over his chest. "Sure she's annoying and smells like a yak but I wouldn't just up and leave her alone. What? Did you think I would? I'm not that stupid."

"So," Dagur's smile spread. "You think it'd be stupid to leave your sis? Maybe even _selfish_?"

"Well, yeah." He shrugged his right shoulder in a lazy manner. "I maybe a jerk most times but I'm not a sibling-traitor."

"That's a good word." Dagur uncrossed his arms and waved his left arm once in the twin's direction. "_Traitor_."

"That's not fair!"

The unusual sound of Hea's voice pitching made Tuff flinch. He watched as she sprung out of her seat on the ground and stood to face him. With both hands gripped at her sides, she stepped to him. Her eyes now redder than they had been before and cheeks pinker than he'd _ever_ seen, she shot him a look that could almost kill.

"How _dare_ you say something like that?! I'm not a traitor!" She yelped at him.

What?! What the heck was this about?! Who said that they were talking about _her_? Did she need to make everything about her? She wasn't that self-centered was she?! "I didn't call you anything. Chill out!"

"No!" She threw her head back and forth. "How could you say that when you _know_ what happened?!"

"_What_ happened, when?!" Tuffnut unhooked his arms from his flat chest and took a single step toward the shouting sheep herder. "You're nuts, you don't even know what you're talking about! _I _don't even know what you're talking about!"

"Don't act dumb!" She carried on with her hysterics, now with tears streaming down her round cheeks. "What happened between me and Rye was _our_ business! You have no right to pass judgment on me; you have no idea what I was going through!"

"You mean when you left?" Tuff felt his thick brow lift. "It wasn't _my _fault you left. You wanted to go!"

"I did not _want_ anything." She hitched for a moment, bringing her voice down to a level where his ears weren't splitting when her lips moved. "You think I wanted to just leave Rye? If that's what you thought, you don't know me! I…"

"I don't know about you but I am so totally confused right now." He felt his whole body grow heavy as he stood there before the girl that worked his nerves more than anyone else. "You're making no sense, woman."

"Fine, whatever. I'm done."

"How can you be done with something that hasn't started? I don't understand at all. You're talking about when you left?" Tuff lifted his right hand to his forehead. "Look I didn't call you a traitor, if that's what you're crying about. If that's how you feel about _yourself_ that's not my fault."

"I didn't say that." She added with more tears.

"If you're this mad about it, it must be true."

Silence.

Her fists came loose, shoulders slouched and tears stopped. For a moment anyway.

"I hate you!"

Her voice echoed through the tiny area, her scream bouncing off every which wall and rock, sending it back to the trio three times over. His muscles had frozen over but he couldn't feel anything but heat surging through his veins. It was like her words came from her mouth floated right to his face and slapped him. Sure, he'd heard those words a dozen times (or even more) from his sister on occasions when they argued but hearing it from another person? Ouch.

Shoot, Snot might have even said it to him once and while but hearing it come _her_. It was something so different, so foreign. While it didn't really sting, it didn't feel _good_ either. They were just words after all, weren't they? Why should he feel any certain way about it? He didn't _care_ what she had to say, she was just some dumb girl.

He didn't need to hear how she felt about him or anything. After all, she had other people that cared right? Like her new boyfriend.

"Don't talk to me!"

With new tears moving over her face, she whirled away from him. She moved her hand to her face and took off, away from the picnic area. Leaving him alone with the Berserker. He watched she fled the area, not once stopping to turn back around. Where was she headed anyway? Home?

_Whatever, it doesn't matter._

She had no right to talk to him that way. She didn't even know what she was talking about! She was just hysteric for the sake of being hysteric! All she wanted was the drama! He didn't need to care about she felt because it was a well-known fact that he didn't care for her much either.

Sure, it didn't matter.

It didn't.

_It doesn't._

Act End.


End file.
